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The Poor Climate I n India 

The weather couldn't have t>een nicer Inside 
the spacecraft, as ft entered upon Its four 
hundredth day burled in the black abyss of 
deep outer space^ otherwise referred to as 
"Fictitious Indi^, Part 4", But inside It was 
not "Fictitious India, Part 4" In the least 
bit. At feast, not to the Captain. 

Then without warning an alarm went off, 
indicating that for no known reason tt was 
one hundred forty degrees tn The Fifteenth 
Century Room. The Captain put on a short 
sleeved shirt and ran downstairs to find out 
what needed Jnvestigating, though when he 
got there It seemed obvious that it was 
simply an artificial sun that rteeded to be 
repaired. He fixed it himself in a short 
jiffy, and then needed to summon Cleopa- 
tra, First Goddess of The Fifteenth Century 
Room, into his private office. 

"A bit hot down there, wouldn't you say? 
Want alf the inhabitants to look Uke Jamai- 
cans with American Tourist in their ances- 
try? Don't you know the whites are suppos- 
ed to be separate from the rest? Doesn't 
your manual explain that at this time In 
their Bible studying they-" 

"Well, I'm sorry," Interrupted Cleopatra, 
her eyes exploring the room slowly. She 
rarely had the opportunity to be in that 
room. "But they were, or many of them 
were, trying to get Into The Sixteenth 
Century Room. Several were even trying to 
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get into the Seventeenth Century Room. My 
manual tells me i have that option of making 
it hot. 

"1 once again apologize for any Inconven- 
ience. Was that a\\ you wanted to see me 
for?" Cleopatra finished, standing up. 

The Captain shook his head, traces of 
anger being detectable to Cleopatra. "No? 
Trying to get into The Smteenth and Sev- 
enteenth Century Rooms fn no way consti- 
tutes an emergency. All you needed was to 
Introduce Columbus or someone like him, 
anyone who could take their mrnds away. 
That^s aJi that was required. Boredom was 
the cause of all this, wasn't it? They were 
bored with The Fifteenth Century Room and 
went exploring. Just introduce them to 
Columbus." 

"He was the one trying to lead everyone in- 
to the other rooms! f'm sorry, I don't mean 
to look like f'm pointing my finger at him, 
but the way It looks to me, Columbus is the 
cause of our problem. And that Is precisely 
why i made it hot." 

"Okay, well did you try having him dis- 
cover America? Have you shown him that 
yet?" 

"Yes, and he's not interested. Won't even 
talk with the Queen about getting a ship." 

"I see..." said .the Captain, his mind 
carefully travelling over the possibilities. 
"Here's what you should do. Get him think- 
ing about a better trade route to India. I 
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have to go back upstairs and deal wfth 
some other things." 

As the two left his private office, the 
Captain was thinkjng about the poor nature 
of the lock on his office door. Cleopatra 
was smiling as if she understood. But what 
she would never be able to understand were 
the many secrets of the many kingdoms and 
worlds aboard . the spacecraft, and that 
those secrets were buried in that very 
room . 
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The Secretly Tumbling Spacecraft 



"Stonedome" was the name of the space- 
craft. Sex was the reason they had to 
abandon their greatest hope^ their hope 
that Lhey could aff afways fit on one space- 
craft together. 

It simply turned out that too many people 
sink the ship, that you shouldn't rock the 
boat, and that you shouldn't put all your 
eggs fn one basket. How could technology 
have taken these people such an enormous 
distance without giving .them the one thing 
they needed the most, bfrth control? 
Penny wise, but pound fooflsh. 

So steps were taken, and before the popu- 
lation explosion couJd get too far the nec- 
essary spacecraft was completed, Alf the 
(essons from the story of Noah^s Ark were 
utilized, as well as lessons from any number 
of stories, making the spacecraft that much 
better. 

The story of the division into two groups 
lived through their history, an unerasable 
event in the lives of the "traveJIers" and 
their descendants. A future reunion was 
arranged, and everything went as planned. 

At departure words failed to adequately 
reflect the emotions felt, and so words were 
replaced by silence. The hope of living 
together remained^, until great steps were 
taken. 
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At the reunion, they learned that they 
could forever reunite^ but the separation 
had created "differences" ^ differences that 
flew into their lives with a strange kind of 
energy that was like the counterpart to the 
force required to keep a spacecraft afloat. 
But if they had known the truth, they 
would have been aware that their spacecraft 
was not afloat at ali anymore, ft was 
merely tumbling through all the galaxies 
unhindered In secret. It would aM change 
someday^ but only after their peoples had 
experienced all the differences that fate had 
forced upon them. Only then would the idea 
of landing become a viable aim for their 
lives and a technological possibility for 
their spacecraft. Only then could they truly 
work together, to land, to exist on one 
plane, together, no buildings, no elevators* 
They had a long distance to fall before this 
could happen, however. 

For the time being, it seemed that the only 
thing they had in common was a mutual dis- 
like for the spacecraft's name, "Stonedome". 



-S- 



The Future Of Rock And Roll Typing 



The new Captain, afone for the first time in 
his new private offfce aboard the *^Stone- 
dome'*, switched his spacecraft monitor to a 
gathering at a music concert; just as John 
Biilings was being kicked out of the rock 
group in the middle of a song^ in front of 
thousands of fans and people who were fn 
the audience for various other reasons. 

**Why?'* he asked the lead singer, Phil Ella- 
bowmickf who had cut the song short to 
fire him. > ',_ 

"You hit the wrong note/* Phil explained. 

John wasn't satisfied, *'l*ve been playing 
keyboard with this group for ten years. 
You are out of your mind/' he said. 

"Welf^ maybe I am... but we all agreed I 
was the leader, right?" 

The audience shouted^ *^Rightt" 

PhU gtared at the audience. "Qufet, all of 
you! Mm talking to John now! If you can't 
be quiet you^ll all have to go home, except 
for a few of you girls I see m the third 
and fourth rows!" Phil said. The audience 
obeyed, except for a few rebellious spirits 
who couldn*t help but cough exceedingly 
loudly. This included girfs from the fifth 
and sixth rows. 

^'You're serious, then,** said John to Phil, 
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with his back to the audience so that they 
couldn't see the expression on his face- 

"And If youVe not off the stage in five 
minutes Til have you dragged off the stage. 
You two in the front row. Come up here 
and drag him off." 

John obeyed. He went home and watched 
T*V. for two days in a row^ stopping only 
to go to the bathroom and for meals* 

He finally realized^ out of thft depth of his 
wisdom^ that he was having too much fun, 
and that If he didn't tear himself away now 
he might neyer be able to tear himself 
away. "But what can I do with the rest of 
my life^ now that I'm not a rock star?*' he 
asked himself. "Hey!" he suddenly said to 
himself- "That would make a great song;, 
wouldn't it?" He ran to his piano as fast as 
he could to play with it* When the song was 
finished the question remained. "I guess I 
can get a job typing/' he said to himself* 
^^HeyS" he suddenly said out loud to himself 
again. "That would make another great 
song I" ■■ ■ ■■' ■ ■ ■■■ 

About fifty songs later John BJftmgs was 
being intervfewed for a typing job. But 
what answer could he gfve when they asked 
him why he was no longer at his previous 
job? John quickly had to invent a little 
story about someone embezziing the pre- 
vious company's funds^ forcing the previous 
company (a phrase that played a smife on 
his Sips) into bankruptcy^ thus explaining 
why the company was unlocatable. The 
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interviewer, who knew precisely who John 
realjy was, a former rock star, hired John 
immediately. . - ' 

Plagued by an incredibly average, normal 
work environment, John's new boss, Paul 
Smith, had rock and roll music piped Into 
John's office. To be less conspicuous about 
hfs special knowJedge, Paul had the music 
piped into all of his offices. To further 
destroy the monotony Paul liked to look in 
on John whenever & song of John's former 
group, "The Tin Can Dflemrria," was played, 
"Aren't those 'Tin Can Dilemmas' great?" 
Paul asked John one morning. However, 
when John was with the group they called 
themselves, "The Brass Bathtub.*' John 
hadn't kept abreast of this, in fact, for no 
explainable reason John completely turned 
his back on the music world. Except what 
penetrated as he sat typing. 

In answer to Paul's question, John replied, 
"Oh yeah, 'Tin Can Dilemmas^ great-nice, 
lovely sound those 'Tin Can Dilemmas". 
Hope I get to meet them someday." Paul 
laughed and told everyone in the building, 
hundreds of people, what had just happen- 
ed. Soon, John wouldn't even remember 
that name, "The Brass Bathtub", 

As John typed, his fingers, which were 
just a slight more accustomed to an organ 
keyboard than a typing keyboard, would 
dance over the letters, and this helped to 
Increase his typing speed. It also created a 
rhythm that blended with the rock and roN 
that came into the room. 
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Years later John was abte to earn top 
dollars in a different building; for he was 
now a remarkably fast typist. But instead 
of using his high earnings wRh wisdom^ 
John saved up all of his money and then 
one day bought an actual brass bathtub. 
He couldn't understand why^ and had to 
thfnk of himself as a whfmsfcal fgoL 

The Captain df the spacecraft switched 
channels on his spacecraft monster. 



-9- 



India, Kingdom Of The Typmq Machines 



The memo was so Important it had to be 
sent by personal messenger, although an 
argument over the advantages and disad- 
vantages of this means of delivery had to 
occur first. Mr. Carlyle, who had written 
the memo, had to convince Mr, Mandaley^ 
his superior in the company, that It should 
be sent by special means. 

"What's wrong with sending It off through 
the post office?" 

Carlyle had a very winning argument on his 
side. "The post office? With all due res- 
pect, sir. If you and I were in a hurry for 
It to get there, it would get there faster by 
printing it in a book in the public library 
on the offchance that the General runs into 
it there. But if we send it through the post 
office i sincerely doubt that we would be 
acting in a wise and clever manner, sir." 

The General, as I'm sure the reader can 
tell, was the person to whom the memo was 
to be delivered. 

"But weH-** said Mandaley, 

"But nothing!'^ said Carlyle, which was a 
surprisingly brusk thing for him to do, ^4 
must insist on a persona? messenger. Did 
Leonardo Da Vinci rely on the Post Office 
to get 'The Mona Lisa' to the Louvre 
Museum?'' 
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Although he was Carlyle's superior, Manda- 
ley forced himself to discontinue thfs partf- 
cufar argument- But it certamly had arous- 
ed his full curiosity over the specific con- 
tents of the memo. Yet not wishing to give 
CarJyfe the satisfaction of seeing the curi- 
osity aroused by the secret memo^ Mandaley 
summoned up his wiilpower and confined 
himself to the word^ **A(right," 
■ ■ . ■ • ,1. ... 

Upon returning to his office, Mandaley 
hired a secret messenger for the special 
task of returning with a copy of the memo, 
and to do thjs secretly at alf costs, (t 
would seem at this point in our story that 
Mandaley was not our average businessman. 
Yet his instincts proved true, for it woutd 
eventuairy turn out that his secret know- 
ledge of the memo's contents would someday 
lead hfm very close to what is commonly 
referred to as ''total world domination." The 
E^^pf:am of the "Stonedome*^^ however, would 
not be there that far along in the adven- 
ture. Instead, he would soon be looking for 
a Job m that very neighborhood, winding 
up as the "A Vase and A Jar" shop clerk 
and shop owner. Antique vases his special- 
ty. ■ . ■.-. .- . ■..■■'.. : ■" 

The memo to the General was on the subject 
of the secretary staff of the building he 
headed, "Military Supervision In Houseware 
Maintenance Legal Defense Buildingy" 
which, it appears^ was a white bLtilding. 
There were a few other things about it that 
my reader is sure to want to know, how- 
ever. According to the memo^ the building 
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had been used for an experiment without 
the knowledge of anyone except Cartyle and 
the chief (ab technician from Carlyle's 
(silver) building, whose name was MorrJs, 
The building was named "Assistant Mainten- 
ance Defense Building." 

The experiment was to use robots for office 
work^ and then to see if the robots had 
been perfected to the point where detection 
was avoided. The memo^ whose specific 
contents are unknown to the author, fur- 
ther informed the reader that this phase. 
Phase 3, had been a "triumph**, and that 
now Phase 4 was to begin, followed by 
Phase 5^ 6, and more. 

Eventually, each 20th century American 
household would contain the robot parts 
within their T.V.'s^ refrigerators, washing 
machmes, and so on/ with the design such 
that a push of a button from Carlyfe, 
wherever he would be at that time (a re- 
mote control button) would command the 
robot parts to untte themselves into robots, 
or in Carlyle's words, "An instant robot in 
every house, but oniy for national emergen- 
cies." By adding this last phrase he felt 
certain that he could win over everyone 
involved. 

It was actually quite a mad little scheme, 
but Carlyle planned to overpower all ima- 
ginabfe obstacles. And as an extra precau- 
tion, no one would know that the makings 
of a robot was in their house. 
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Meanwhile, the General to whom the memo 
was addressed sat at his desk staring at 
his everyday^ average clocks wondering to 
himself why his secretary was taking five 
mmutes just to brmg him File #23, one of 
his favorites- He called her again on the 
intercom. 

"Susan, what seems to be the problem? I 
asked for that fMe a good five minutes ago. 
Now usually that one only takes you two 
minutes," 

Susan came running into his offJce as if her 
morning alarm clock had just gone off, 
"Here it is. Sorry ft took me so long." She 
handed the file to the General and began 
leaving the office. 

**Why so fong?" the General asked. 

Susan couldn't help turning red. "Let me 
think. Oh yes. You asked me why it took 
so long. Is that what you asked me? Yes, t 
remember, you said, 'Why so tong?* mean- 
ing, why did it take me so long to find the 
file you wanted. I know! f was watering the 
plants when you first buzzed me for the 
file, and I was so surprised that I spilled 
water - Is there any water still on my 
dress? No, it must have atl dried by now. I 
spilled some water, and then, my finger, 
My finger began to feel stiff for some 
reason. Would you look at it? I'm sure I 
couldn't have caught a splinter, but there's 
something wrong with it. It's all stiff." 
Susan put her finger in front of the Gen- 
eral for him to examine it. The General 
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forgot entirely about File #23 m a very 
short time, and he also forgot all of the 
complaints he had ever had against Susan. 

Suddenly the phone rang. It was Carlyte. 

"WeiJ, General^ have you received my memo 
yet?" 

''Why no, as a matter of fact/* said the 
General, pointing his secretary out of the 
office. She smashed into a few things and 
left. 

"Of course not. I just had ft sent off a few 
minutes ago by personal messenger. I would 
be very much surprised indeed if you had 
received it by now! No, I'm just calling so 
that you'll be on the lookout for it. It \s a 
good oneT' 

The Generaf agreed to be on the lookout, 
sfthough he was slightly preoccupied trying 
to recall why he had sent for his secretary 
fn the first place, 

Carlyte couldn't control himself, and broke 
out in slightly sinister laughter. *'And 
General, call me as soon as you've read it. 
Ha-ha^ha! And there's even something in it 
about your secretary!" The secret barefy 
escaped coming out. 

"Oh, there is?" said the General, his curi- 
osity fully aroused, 

"You'll see when you get it. Ha-ha-ha!** 
finished Carlyle, hanging up the phone. 
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He had seen to It that the robot assigned to 
the General was a partfcu/arly attractive 
one, making Carlyie just as anxious for the 
General to read the memo as was the Gen- 
eral himseJf now anxious to read it. 

The messenger with the memo, whose name 
was Roger, was finding difficulty gaming 
security clearance to the place where the 
memo went. The main ftoor secretary was 
sending him to a third floor secretary, 
which meant that he now had a badge that 
was acceptable on the third floor. Once on 
the third floor, Roger was sent to the 
second floor for more security clearance, 
given the appropriate badge to get him to 
the second fJoor. 

Carlyie, whose laughter had subsided some 
time ago, couldn't understand why the Gen- 
eral hadn't phoned him yet about the memo, 
"I hope he doesn't get vfolent over this 
memo," was a thought that suddenly flashed 
across Carlyle's mind. "Not that he should 
..." Carlyie decided that he needed to 
cover that possibility. "\ better protect 
myself untJJ I hear from him," Carlyie said 
to himself, his eyes resting on the tele- 
phone as it stubbornty refused to ring. He 
ordered his secretary, Mary, into his 
office, 

Roger, meanwhile, had now finally made his 
way to security clearance on the fourth 
floor, and was now able to meet the first 
memo-screening secretary, who was looking 
at him with an expression that said, "I can 
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always send you back to the main floor and 
then you'll have to start aU over again. 
From the beginning!^' 

Roger scarcely breathed in her presence, 
as the horror of that thought raced unhind- 
ered across his mind. After this memo- 
screening secretary, there would be a line 
of others to determine the fate of the memo. 

Carlyla grew mcreasingly nervous. His own 
secretary^ who was not a robot, was finish- 
ing a letter to the guard in the lobby of 
their building. The guard was being in- 
formed that this would be an especiaJfy 
good day to very carefully check out ev- 
eryone entermg the bulfding. She closed 
the letter by telling the guard to have a 
nice day, A messenger was summoned and 
the letter was delivered. 

. Carlyle was still busy trying to think of 
more ways to keep the General from using 
violence as the solution to having an overly 
attractive robot secretary disguised as a 
real human being. Not that C^rlyle really 
believed the Genera! would blow his top 
that way. But the urge to take precautions 
was growing by the minute. Suddenly in 
one second the obvious answer came to 
Carlyle. He phoned up Morris, the fab 
technician; and ordered five robots to be 
sent up. Morris ; although taken by sur- 
prise to receive this request^ answered as 
if it was a!i in the natural course of things, 
*'l guess he doesn't teli me everything/' 
Morris said to himself. To Carlyle he said, 
"The only ones ready at thfs moment are all 
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dressed up like men of the 1930's attendmg 
a formal banquet." 

"Frne, that's fJne, Morris/' said Carlyfe, 
too invorved in his own problem to explore 
the consequences of robots dressing that 

way. _ . . . ._^ 

After hanging up the phone Carlyle began 
to see the problem with such attire. "If 
Mandafey sees them^ I can say it's a secret, 
but he's always giving me an argument 
about everything as it Is..." Cartyle buzzed 
his secretary and had her order five normal 
business suits to be sent up as soon as 
possible. ' '';^ ;;'-'.. '". '■•;■',■■>':■.'::::, --l- '■ .■,^'- :)••■' :•■,■■;■ 

"why?»|'v;;- '■■'■>■/■v■^;^■■:/^^■-l^ r'-' •::•''•• •=■■-•■ 

'*I'M have some kind of answer for you 
tomorrow," said Carlyle, now feeling even 
more cautious than he had feit just a few 
minutes before. Carlyle fully understood 
why the robots were attired like men of the 
1930*5 attending a formal banquet. Phase 9 
or possibly 10 of the plan was to send 
robots into a Hollywood movie to more tho- 
roughly test audience response to robots 
disguised as humans. The movie was called 
"Won't You Carry Cary?", and was a cute 
story about Cary Grant placing himself in 
the position of King of Hollywood by the 
use of physical force* 

Carlyle experienced the sensation of intense 
excitement as he thought that soon some 
Hollywood actors would be in his very 
office. 

■■■■ :..^; '■:<■:■ ,.'i-^--^v \'t'''\-'-y ******** '•'.■■;^''' ■•■ ■' 



Mabel, who was the first secretary to 
screen the memo^ was somewhat disturbed 
to read that she was a robot. It didn't even 
tell her what kind of a robot she was. For 
all she knew, a clock or a blender were 
more sophisticated than herself. This temp- 
ted her to lodge a complaint with her de- 
partment head, not only against her manu- 
facturer, but also in relation to the fact 
that she was having trouble lately sleeping 
at night and if there was some way they 
could repair her. But then again it did 
make her feel easier about the fact that she 
didn't have a very good memory. She 
okay'ed the memo on condition that It be 
read by the next memo-screening secretary. 
The next memo-screening secretary's reac- 
tion was absolutely identical to Mabel's, and 
so on down the line, until (t reached the 
very last memo-screening secretary, Jose- 
phine. 

I 

Josephine was having an affair with her 
supervisor, and so every time something 
was put on her desk she would use it as an 
opportunity to go into her supervisor's 
office. 

Mr, Wilson, her supervisor, was a little bit 
upset to learn that he was having an affair 
with a machine, and felt tempted to lodge a 
complaint. But Instead he decided that the 
best approach would be to okay the memo 
and then pass the word among his co- 
workers about what he had just learned. 

When all of this talk made Its way to Car- 
lyle, Carlyle patched things up by treating 
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them all to a visit at a whorehouse. But 
this would a)J happen fater. 

By now the robots had reached Mr. Car- 
lyle^s office, and with the continued ab- 
sence of a phone call, this event relieved 
him immeasurably. UnfortunateJy the robots 
had not been programmed on how to change 
their clothes, so that Carlyle was forced to 
enlist the aid of his secretary, Mary, in 
this matter. 

Mary was fascinated by Carlyle's robot 
scheme, and although she was sworn to 
secrecy, she didn't mind barraglng him with 
questions every time she found herself 
presented with the opportunity. As they sat 
in his office together undressing the ro- 
bots, Mary found herself with just the 
opportunity she was looking for, 

"Are they anatomically correct?" she asked 
as she was unbuttoning the shirt of the 
first robot. 

"Why don't you take off his pants and see 
for yourself?'* replied Carlyle, wondering 
what Mary had for brains. Mary smiled, 
sensing that she was in the presence of a 
great intelligence, and wondered why fate 
had been so kind to her. 

A moment or two later she was shouting, 
**Look, he is anatomically correct!" Carlyle 
was pleased that Mary was Involved with hJs 
project/ but he hoped that this discovery 
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she had just made would be able to satisfy 
her, so that he could think about more 
immediate matters. The most pressing 
matter, of course, was dealing with the 
General's possible displeasure over being 
involved in something like this without his 
knowledge or consent. "I don't even know 
if he likes surprisesl" Carlyle said to hin- 
self angrily, 

Mandaley was pacing fn his office, anxiously 
awaiting word from his secret personal mes- 
senger. His secret personal messenger, who 
was named Scott, was stuck at the desk of 
the rnam floor secretary. 

Every few minutes she would look up from 
her work and ask him what he was doing 
there. He would then reply, "1 can't tell 
you. It's a secret. But I absofuteiy must 
have security clearance." The secretary 
would then always reply, "I'm sorry, but 
security clearance cannot be given on that 
basis." Then she would return to her work 
(the specific nature of which cannot be 
disclosed here) for a few minutes, at which 
time the exact dialogue would be repeated 
in its entirety. . - 

Mandaley paced faster and faster. Finally 
he had another secret personal messenger, 
Alan, sent to find out what had become of 
the previous personal messenger, Scott. 

When Alan returned to Mandaley 's office 
with Scott, Mandaley had a memo prepared 
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for the purpose of allowing the messenger 
clearance mto the building. The memo was 
on the subject of a water cooler in the Gen- 
eral's office. Alan was then given charge of 
delivering the memo, 

"WffI you be needing me?" asked Scott. 

"Scott, I want you to go down to the boiler 
room of thfs buiidlng, where we are expect- 
ing something very btg to happen soon- 
Further instructions wJH be sent shortly-" 

Once the two had left his office ^^ Manda ley 
burst out into uproarious laughter. He 
knew perfectly weU that nothing would be 
happening In the boifer room, and had only 
sent Scott there to punish him for failing. 
It wasn't at aff unlike the time his fiance 
had run away to Mexico^ leaving him to wait 
in the church. It was as if some kind of 
enormous weight had been lifted from him. 
He hoped that this wouJd teach Scott a 
lesson- But actually Scott was a good deal 
less Intelligent than he seemed^ and wound 
up starving to death whiie waiting for 
something to happen in the bolter room* 
This would all come to lights of course ^ 
much later during a Senate investigation 
Into the specific circumstances surrounding 
the robot scheme. The part about Manda ley 
being stood up by his fiance would be left 
out, of course- 

But now, as Mandaley was pacing his office 
floor, everything was working out perfectly 
for him. He knew that with the water cooler 
memo Alan couldn't faiL 
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Alan gained security clearance with the 
water cooler memo, and for the first time 
ever, Josephtne, the last memo-screening 
secretary, had okay'ed it without even 
showing it to Mr. Wilson^ her supervisor 
with whom she was having an affair, it was 
later explained how e\/er since the robot 
memo Mr. Wilson had broken up their af- 
fair, had in fact turned colder towards her^ 
which careful study eventually revealed was 
the result of her being a robot. At first 
they thought it was her hair color, but it 
turned out that he had broken up their 
affair simply because she was a robot. 

So Alan was weU on HTs way to the Gen- 
eral's office and everything that was in 
store for him there. 

^ . "'■ ******** 

There was still no phone call from the 
General. Mr. Carlyle and Mary had now 
succeeded in dressing the five robots in 
up-to-date cfothes, and CarJyIe had been 
able to keep Mary's inquisitive nature down 
to a minimum, a minimum^ incidentally, 
which would have been a maximum for any 
number of people. But the onjy thought 
that could occupy Carfyle's harried mind 
was the silence that came from the tele- 
phone that refused to ring. '^What a dis- 
gusting little telephone," said Carlyle to 
himself. 

"He should have called by now," said 
Carlyle, letting it ajj out '\n the open. 
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"1 guess he must be busy with something 
more important/' Mary said, her mind 
picturing Susan's face, Mary had known 
Susan for a short time, but somehow Car- 
lyle hadn't connected for her the fact that 
Susan also was a robot. 

"What could be more important than the fact 
that every secretary in his building is a 
robot? Where couid you get such an idea? 
Of course he should have phoned by now I" 
screamed Carfyle, in a state best described 
as near-panic, or possibJy panic itself. 

"You're screamingl" 

"Quick! This second I Lock the doorl That 
way no one can come in herel That way 
they can't blast us and end my pfan or 
change my plan, or ._ just lock the door!" 
Cariyle screamed, 

"The General has no desire to, to ... bJast 
us! Where did you get that idea?" 

"We don't know that, now lock itt" For 
some reason that remains unknown, Cariyle 
chose Mary to lock the door instead of 
locking it himself. None of the accumulated 
information surrounding the plan could 
explain this, 

Mary obeyed. Then each robot was given a 
position. Cariyle planned it all out very 
strategicatty, using the knowledge he had 
gained as a child when he would play with 
Jittle toy soldiers. He put a robot with the 
sharpest object, a brass letter opener, 
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nearest the door, Then^ a robot with a 
paperweight within throwing distance of the 
door, but such that if the robot mJssed, 
the paperweight couldn't hit the painting on 
the wall, a painting he had paid a good 
deal for. It was a painting of Gary Grant, 
though for some reason everyone who came 
into the office pretended to mistake it for 
Carlyle as a younger man, Mary had been 
the first person not to make that mistake, 
and had been hired for that reason alone. 
But Cartyie had little time now to stop and 
admire the painting. He then put another 
robot in his own chair as a decoy, a fourth 
robot in front of his and Mary's position on 
the couch, and the fifth robot was stood 
behind the one with the brass letter ope- 
ner, a ruler in his hand. Mary had other 
feelings about how to arrange the robots, 
but Carlyle was somehow able to make her 
contain these ideas. 

Suddenly the Muzak that was being piped 
into the office played a tune from the 1930's 
that was being used In "Won't You Carry 
Gary?". 

Th»s was enough to trigger the robots to 
perform their song and dance number from 
the movie, sending Carlyle into . a brand 
new panic that had the effect of preventing 
him from being the properly appreciative 
audience. Mary was thinking fast and tare 
the speakers off of the wall. The robots 
stopped performing their number as soon as 
the music stopped, except for the one with 
the brass letter opener, who still needed a 
little work. 



-24- 



"Now back to your places I" screamed Car- 
lyfe. The robots began their next number 
in "Won't Vou Carry Cary?", including tlie 
one wfth the brass letter opener. Mr. 
Carlyle fainted from terror, folJowed an 
instant later by a ring from the teJephone. 

"Wake up, Mr, Carlyle/' said Mary. "The 
General wants to speak with you." This had 
no affect/ however. 

Finally Mr. CarJyIe roused himself. The 
first thing he saw was Mary being carried 
around the room on the shoulders of the 
robots^ who had mistaken her for Cary 
Grant. The second thing he saw was the 
phone off the hook. He ran to the phone 
like a man who had never seen a telephone 
before. 

"Yes, General?" said Carlyle. 

"Carlyle I Got the memo I Great, briniant, 
loved It I What else do you want to hear? 
You're a geniusl Susan in particular!" 

"Then you aren't angry that Susan is a 
robot?" 

"Oh rtght, her too... well, my wife was 
getting suspicious about us anyway. Now I 
guess I'll just have to figure out how to 
break the news to Susan. So anyway, tell 
me, when shoutd we get together for a 
serious meeting on this stuff? Say, what's 
going on in your office? Sounds like some 
kind of racial incident or a riot or some- 
thing." 
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"Put her down!" shouted CarJyJe, his sense 
of strength and authority returning to him. 

"Put who down? What are you talking about? 
Are you okay, Carlyle?" 



"No, no, General, it's nothing, Uh, why 
don't we meet for lunch at Cranberry's? 
And now don^t breathe a word about this 
stuff to anyone! Ha-ha-ha!" ^ 

"Right you are! He-hal" said the General, 
and already, as he was hanging up hfs 
phone, he was buzzing Susan into his 
office* But during the few minutes It took 
Susan to enter the room, a brrJHant thought 
suddenly occurred to the General. "So what 
if my wife ftnds out about my affair? If 1 
tell my wife she's a robot? How could she 
get jealous of a robot?" 

"Yes, General?" asked Susan. 

"File #23 again," said the General/ : 

Upon arriving at the General's floor, Alan 
found no one In the reception area. He took 
advantage of this opportunity to search the 
receptionist's (Susan's) desk for the memo, 
but had no success. 

Cautiously moving forward^ Alan surveyed 
the entire scene untH he was certain that 
the memo he sought was nowhere in sight. 
He entered the next room, which was the 
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General's private office. His only hope was 
to distract the General in a conversation 
about gardens until he could examfne the 
office during stofen moments in the conver- 
sation. This was something he and Mandatey 
had employed once before when it was 
necessary for Mandaley to learn why the 
cleaning people kept radios In his office in 
secret hiding places. For that situation, 
Mandaley had .used Alan to pose as an 
electronics consultant checKmg for wire- 
taps, and suspicious of bugged radios. The 
cleaning people had no idea what he was 
talking to them for, and had only left the 
radios in those places by forgetfulness. Vet 
Mandaley couldn't be dissuaded from the 
thought that the radios were placed there 
to wiretap him, and continued to hope his 
bluff would pay off. Finally the radios were 
taken to the Jab, although Mandaley was 
reluctant to let his suspicious nature show. 
And sure enough in the lab it was discov- 
ered that Mandaley had fabricated the whole 
thing, and that they were really only radios 
left in his office by forgetful cleaning 
people. Alan had felt proud of his pose as 
an electronics man, and hoped to outdo 
himself here, as the last one had greatly 
improved his standing in the company 
thanks to Mandaley's efforts on his behalf. 
He was also given a free radio. 

Alan was completely prepared to announce 
himself to the General, when he suddenly 
discovered that the General and Susan were 
quite preoccupied on the General's couch, 
which provided Alan with an opportunity to 
examine and study the General's desk. He 
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kept a watchful eye on the couch as he 
made his way over to the desk and scanned 
for a memo with that day*s date on it and 
CarJyIe's name. If he had known exactly 
how busy the General was, he wouldn't 
have behaved so cautiousfy, for he actually 
had all the time in the world. Susan had 
been built extremely welL 

Certain aspects of the General's nature are 
worth closefy examining at this time. Ftrst 
of aJI, it was a fact known throughout the 
buiJding, and parts of others, that, as 
much as the General loved his wife, he 
found it entirely unnecessary to spend any 
time with her at ail, and onfy considered 
that she noticed this one day when she sent 
him divorce papers. After that he spent 
more time at home, and the marriage cont- 
inued. But it wasn't long before the Gen- 
eral resumed his previous conduct, hardly 
aware himself that he had done so. His wife 
once more was very much aware of this, yet 
could no longer summon the energy to 
struggle against her terrible marriage. The 
General's conduct extended to the point 
where he resented the relationship he knew 
to exist between Josephine and Mr, Wilson, 
and therefore resented any memo that came 
into the building. For he was well aware 
that every time Josephine received a memo 
to screen, it actually meant that she and 
Mr, Wilson would discuss it for hours, and 
sometimes for days. Of course, the Gener- 
al's job required that he receive memos, 
and therefore he could only go over each 
memo studiously to discover If it really 
should have been delivered or not, and if 
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notg he would then explode. For Josephine 
was exceptionally well built^ as were most 
of Morrfs's creations. Certain ones more so^ 
however, and Susan and Josephine belonged 
in the category of ^^ Amazing Robot Women", 
a special file that Morris kept in a secret 
hiding piace_ 

By now Alan had located the memo^ and all 
that remamed was for him to make a dupli- 
cate of ft so that Afan*s copy would be a 
secret, Alan still had all the time In the 
worlds for the GeneraJ and Susan were^ in 
a strange sense, made for each other. If 
Alan had known this he wouldn't have ex* 
perlenced the acute sense of fear that jan- 
gfed around unhindered in his mind as he 
tried to track down a duplicating machine. 
He was able to roam around the buildmg 
unhindered now that he had this level of 
security ctearance, and within ten minutes 
time he was once again in the General's 
office, carefully placing the memo back 
where he found tt* He paused to watch how 
the two were getting along ^ and then reali- 
zed that to leave without deHvering the 
memo he had been (et in to deJiver woutd 
arouse deep suspicions. 

"Memo^ sirt" shouted Alan^ which barely 
was heard due to the General's state, 
"Memo^ sir, please^ l^m here to hand <ieh 
iver a memo to you^ and can't leave untn I 
do. No^ they won't let me leave until ! 
detiver it. Don't mean to disturb you or 
anything, but, have to deliver it. Pfease 
sir?" 
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The General, without looking up, mumbled, 
"Bring It here... put It on the water cooler 
- . . go away _ . . '^ 

"Water cooler, sir?" asked Alan, (f the 
General already had a water coofer, it 
meant that this memo was unnecessary, and 
with Mr. Wilson's and Josephine^s notorious 
affair (the termination of it wasn't notorious 
yet) that meant that Alan had to think fast* 
Jt could mean serious anger being directed 
at Mandaley. It could mean serious anger 
being directed at him. tt could mean 
anything once the Genera! found out there 
was an unnecessary memo in his building. 
The General vafued his tinne too much to be 
bothered by such things, and then to also 
have it bring Josephine and Mr. Wilson 
together by the same stroke. 

"Fire, sfr, memo caught on fire, from the 
cigarette Tm smoking ; don^t know how ft 
happened, have to go back and get another 
one/* said Aian_ Alan was actually not 
smoking a cigarette. This was a He he 
invented for the occasion. He didn*t have 
any matches on his person either* The 
General was far too busy wKh what he was 
doing, however^ to have any idea that the 
burnt memo was a fabrication of Alan*s, 
Alan searched his mind in case there was 
something about gardens that he could add 
to what he had just said- 

The General, once again without looking 
up, said to Alan, "Stupid messenger! 
Listen, when you see Mandafey tell him to 
fire you." 
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"Yes sir, I quite agr^e, sir," said Alan, 
happy that his pian had worked. 

He left the office with the memo in his ieft 
pants pockety and a smUe on his face. 

For the lunch meeting at Cranberry's, the 
General and Mr, Carlyle each brought thefr 
secretaries for the purpose of taking notes. 
However, it soon became apparent to all 
three of them that Mary's interest m the 
scheme was rapidly becoming a significant 
aspect and the first aspect that they had to 
deal with. 

Yet just as they were about to use harsh 
words on Mary, her attention was caoght 
by a man sitting at a nearby table who 
looked strikingly like John Billings, a man 
who had once been a well known rock star, 
as my readers will remember, described as 
the one fired during a performance by "The 
Brass Bathtub". She concluded that it 
wasn't him, but her attention remained on 
him. Her interest in him gradually began to 
wane, substituted by a sudden unexpiain- 
able interest in the Muzak that was being 
piped into the restaurant. The astounding 
thing about all of this was that Mary was 
actually very much interested in the pro- 
ject, and yet for minutes In a row the 
Muzak was more important to her. 

Suddenly she turned her attention back to 
the table she was sitting at. Carlyle didn't 
mind that she had stopped taking notes^ 



-31- 



just so that her inquisitive nature didn't 
persist. Mary suddenly had an fdea. "Why 
don't we make a robot that turns into a 
tuba? Or better yety I prefer french horns. 
I'm sure you could find a place that sells 
scrap brass for cheap. I'd even go out with 
a robot like that J" 

This last statement went by until Mary 
broke out Jaughing and said, "Is Susan 
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"You mean a robot?" Carlyle asked, reading 
IVPary's mind, a task that didn't require 
very much. "Yes." The General looked at 
Cariyie, reading his expression, /. 

Mary broke out laughing. "And those ear- 
rings she has on almost look reall" 

Susan could only reply that they were real 
earrings. This made Mary laugh more. It 
finally turned out that the General had to 
inform Mary that not only was Susan's 
dress also real, but that a robot Jlke Susan 
would have no difficulty replacing a person 
like Mary. This showed deep insight on the 
General's part, for it kept Mary quiet for 
twenty minutes in a row. . 

When afl the business was finished, it was 
time for all four of them to take oaths of 
silence. As an extra precaution Mary was 
made to take the oath of silence twelve or 
more times. Susan had to take it four 
times, while Carlyie and the General each 
had to take it once. 

John Billings, who was indeed present in 
the restaurant, was sitting too far away to 
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know what was going on^ and so was not 
required to take the oath of silence at alL 

The Captain of the "Stonedome", who had 
been watching everything^ had several 
times felt tempted to switch the channel on 
his monitor^ but finaMy the look on his face 
showed that he 'was really getting into it* 
Many alarms had already sounded m his 
office^ which he chose to ignore so that he 
coutd continue to see what was going on. 
Soon people would be pounding on his office 
door for his response to the alarms- But 
for now the show went on uninterrupted. 

I 

When Msndafey received the copy of the 
robot memo^ he was so overjoyed that At^n 
received an immediate promotion in the 
department to a rank nearly equal to that 
held by Carlyle. And when the water cooler 
incident was related, Mandaley invited Alan 
to the wedding of his daughter. 

Suddenly Mandaley made a terrible observa- 
tion. His daughter's wedding coincided with 
the General's barbeque. But to miss the 
barbeque meant throwing away an opportu- 
nity to get cfose enough to the General and 
Carlyle to be mvited In on their scheme- 
Yet couEd he mtervene on his daughter's 
wedding? HOf his wife would never permit 
it. Well, actually she wasn^t his wife. She 
was his ex- wife- But with their daughter 
getting married, it had become difficult to 
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separate this thought in his mind. Then 
Mandaley noticed that Alan was stiH in the 
room. 

"Alsn/' said Mandaley, "how would you like 
to make even more money than Carlyle?** 

"Oh but sir, you've certainly done too much 
already. You've promoted me, and even 
jnvrted me to your daughter's wedding. 
You're overgenerous. " 

"Wefl," said Mandafey, "for the last favor, I 
would ask a favor of you." 

"Absolutely sir, whatever it is. And you 
wouldn't even have to give me m6re money 
than CarJyJe makes. You could think of it 
as my wedding gift for your daughter. I 
was thinking about getting her a vase, but 
I can never decide on the color." 

"Don't worry about the raise. It's yours. A 
vase? An expensive one? But here's what 
1 want you to do. I want you to go up to 
my wife at my daughter's wedding, get her 
involved in... a game of croquet. I'll set all 
that up for you. I'll also have assistants 
there who can join in the croquet game if 
need be. Just so that my wife ptays. Then 
ri! be able to disappear for a while, so as 
to go to the General's. She and I are 
divorced actually..." 

"f see, sir! A brilliant scheme*" said Alan, 
whose breath was taken away by all of 
these sudden changes in his life. "A green 
vase," Alan said to himself decisively. 
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"Great. Now I have to comG up with another 
memo to replace the one you 'burned with 
your Cigarette,' Let's see.., J knowl It's 
perfect I V\\ inform him that our computer 
system has doubled smce his last update. 
They'll want their robots to have access to 
our doubled computer system, to improve 
them, and they'll have to go through met" 

"Perfect, sin" Then Alan stopped to think 
for a moment. "But is that true, that our 
computer system has doubled smce his last 
update?" 

"Well, no, but I can hire a team of com- 
puter experts - make It come true!" said 
Mandaley. "J'lJ have the memo ready for you 
to deliver in five minutes." . , ... 

"But I thought that t wasn't a messenger 
anymore/* said Alan^ who had been double- 
crossed before, although never by Manda- 
ley. •■./■;■/ 

"This will be your last memo," said Manda- 
ley, Alan delivered ft obediently, but he 
reminded himself that one must always keep 
on one's guard if one didn't want the 
Mandaley's of the world to doublecross the 
Alan's of the world. 

The General, upon putting together the 
returning Alan with the voice he had heard 
earlier, was on the verge of tears, "f 
thought I told you to tell Mandaley to have 
you fired," said the General. "Well, at least 
I see that you aren't smoking." 
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Alan's reply wae, "Sir^ Tit>t ojily have 
I given up cigarettes, hux Hr. Kandft- 

ley has tnfornied me that after thla I 
will no longer be needed*" 

Imnaense pl^a^ure was visible en th« 
fteneral's face_ 'Spired, eh? T^o bad* 
Well, you know, it iBn*t no hard to find 
a job nowadays aa It was when I vas 
young* If you have some time maybe 1^11 
write down the r-ameB of a few people you 
might try for a job. " 

*'0h BiTf that would be wonderful!" said 

Alan, '*ho had dealt with the General* e 

type before. '.;> 

"Don't mention It." isaid the Central p 
proceeding to writedown a few namep for 

Alan* ■■.■•- 

Something about this whole thing atruek 
Alan as i^trangep eince it was the Oej^eral 

who had wanted hiri fired in the firet 
place* But the General saw nothing strange 
about it at all, and it was the General 
who had chargeof the aituation, eo instead 
of ocmmenting aIwi politely waited for the 
General to finish filling out the paper, 
and then the two went about their bueineae* 



When the day of the General's barbeque 
arrived, Kandaley'e thoughts were more on 
that event than on his own daughter's wed- 
ding* Hie plan wae put into effect, and 
without any trouble Alan was playing croquet 
with Wandaley^B assistants and with Mandaley^s 
ex- wife* AniOng other thingep their conversa* 
tion touched on Alan's wedding gift* "What 
a nice vase that was," said Mandaley'^ ex- 
wife, 

*'Ihank you, I found it in a otore/' said Alan^ 
keeping the ball rolling. 



At the Generals barbeque there were more 
guests than at three weddings put toget- 
her. To get near to the General in such a 
situation required great diplomatic ability, 
and Mandaley was forced to nearly use up 
his entire supply- 
As Mandaley approached, the General's face 
showed immense pleasure, something it 
frequently did, now that total world domin- 
ation was withfn his grasp. They shook 
hands and then the General emptied out a 
few stories on him. He coufd be heard 
saying, "Once a fellow suggested to me in a 
memo that I have my water cooler replaced. 
Have my water cooler replaced! I had him 
fired for sending me an unnecessary memo. 
The messenger who delivered it was a fine 
lady though. Speaking of firing people, t 
understand that you fired that messenger 
who burned up that memo of yours with a 
cigarette." 

'•Yes I did, sir," said Mandaley. 

"Excellent. I iike to see obedience in a 
person. Doubled computer system?" 

At that moment Morrts the lab technician 
made his way to where the General and 
Mandaley were. 

"Mr. Mandaley, t understand that our com- 
puter system has very recently doubled," 
said Morris. 

"I was telling him about that memo you 
sent," expJained the General to Mandaley. 
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"YeS; that is correct," said Mandaley^ & 
smile now on his face. Morris and the 
General smiled like men whose daughters 
were getting marrfed. They had Mandaley 
repeat the entire story. Yet to Mandaley's 
great surprise and distress, he did not 
hear one word about the robot scheme. As 
much as he tried to steer the conversation 
to where they couJd bring that upf they 
aiways knew how to steer it away. Total 
world domination seemed to be slipping out 
of his grasp. 

FmaMy it was time for Mandaley to get back 
to his daughter's wedding. *VBut we can 
take up this computer business again if you 
like," Mandaley said, adding^ ^'One has to 
go through me to gain access to this, 
computer, this uh^ newfy doubled computer 
system, ft's new.*' He looked around in his 
mind for something to add. 

The General and Morris, stilf smiling, 
simply seemed no longer interested In that 
train of thought, but expressed their 
thanks anyway. 

Mandaley left as Carlyle approached. The 
two were now worlds apart. But someday 
this would all lead Mandaley close to total 
world domination. 

Back at his daughter's wedding, Mandaley 
found that everything was proceeding more 
or less as he had expected. The croquet 
game was still in progress, and his exwJfe, 
doing rather well, had ne\/er noticed his 
absence- Alan had chosen a bJue vase, 
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having changed his mind at the last mo- 
ment. 

Another lunch meeting was arranged, this 
one to include not only the General and 
Carlyle^ but Morris as well- Among other 
things^ the General wanted to bring up the 
fact that he had noticed a male robot wait- 
ing for a water fountain j. apparently mis- 
taking iit for an elevator. The General had 
understood that only the femaies in his 
building were robots. He wanted that clari- 
fied. He might have brought it up at the 
barbeque^ but he dldn^t feel that a barbe-- 
que was the sort of place to bring that sort 
of thing up* He had a very diplomatic 
personality^ as everyone agreed. Once 
again Cranberry's was the ptace chosen for 
the discussion of these and other things* 

For this meeting^ Mary was left behind for 
a reason that made absolutely no sense to 
her, 

"The General has been doing a careful 
study of you^ and he doesn't like the way 
you dress- He also said that tubas and 
french horns are out/^ 

Mary J, enormously upset that she wasn't 
being permitted to continue her role^ was 
about to burst into tears when a better idea 
occurred to her. She made a quick phone 
caM to a friend of hers to meet her for 
lunch at Roscoe*Sy where she could begin 
her plan. 
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For the lunch meetmg at Cranberry's^ three 
female robots were present to take notes on 
the meeting, while Carlyle, the General, 
and Morris did the talking part. 

"First of alt," satd the General, ( want to 
get something straightened out right now. I 
saw one of my male workers standing in 
front of the water fountam waiting for it 
like he was waiting for an eles/ator. I know 
enough about water fountains to know that 
this man was a robot." 

"Correct^ General," explained Carlyle. 

"Well, but I thought your memo stated that 
It was just the secretaries?** asked the 
General. . 

"Yes, well you see. General," explained 
Morris. 

"M can explam/' said Carlyle, "Generaf, we 
found that when news got around about all 
the secretaries in your building^ it was not 
onfy having a bad effect on the men^ it was 
having a bad effect on the experiment. So 
instead f had Morris get or* it right away 
and he whipped me up a batch of new male 
workers. As you yourself would have to 
agree, you were just bareEy abfe to notice 
the difference^ so obviously there is no 
reason to compialn, with aU due respect, 
sir. And I promise it will never happen 
agam." 

'M suppose not," said the General, smiling 
at Susan. He couldn't help smiting at Susan 
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every time he safd something about the 
experiment. "But what did you do with the 
real men?** 

"We found a very nice company for them m 
a different state/' said Morris. "They were 
glad to move^ and their wives and familes 
were glad to move with them-" 

The General smiled at Susan again. Im- 
mense pleasure was showing on his face, 
"What a surprise!'^ he said, 

"Next IS the matter of MandaleyVs doubled 
computer system/' said Morris, "Now here's 
my plan for dealing with that*,." 

The Captain of the "Stonedome" leaned for- 
ward m his chair, delighted at the invent- 
iveness of the people he was watching - 
"What will that Morris think of next!^^ said 
the Captain. 

Suddenly several people started to ring on 
the bell to the monitor* He immediately saw 
that he had no choice but to switch the 
channels on his monitor over to the door of 
his office from the side he couldn't see. 

There on his spaceship monitor were three 
people he had watched on his monitor. The 
reader will remember Cleopatra from earlier 
In the book^ but the other two are stran- 
gers to the reader. 



-41- 



"Those three, eh?'* said the Captain to 
himself. He switched the monitor back to 
Morris. 

Unfortunately for both the Captain and the 
reader^ Morris had finished explaining his 
pian. In fact the six of them had fmished 
their meal, and it required a certain amount 
of scanning on the Captain's part to focate 
the new whereabouts of the main activity. 
He considered folfowing Mary's lunch meet- 
ing at Roscoe'S; but decided that not much 
could come of ft_ 

At Mary^s liinch meeting at Roscoe's/ a 
gieam of mischief flowed through all of her 
veins. Her friend, whose name was Cindy, 
was amazed to be hearing what she was 
hearing. But when Mary said that with 
Cindy's cooperation the two of them could 
achieve untold power, Cindy became all 
ears, her eyes dancing with excitement. 

"But what are we going to actuary do?" 
asked Cindy. 

"When I was with my boss Carlyle, the main 
thing he kept stressing was that there be 
total secrecy. So for now all we have to do 
is not say a word about any of this to 
anyone J* 

For the rest of the lunch meeting they dis- 
cussed each other's dresses. 
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Clarence The Great 



The major Hollywood film director, C, G, 
Jones, had just returned from a \/ery diffi- 
cult day shooting the film, "Won't You 
Carry Cary?" It wasn't the fact that he 
personally dislJked Cary Grant. ft wasn't 
that he disliked his Job. The reason C.G. 
had found It "such an Impossible day was 
that some of the extras In one of the battle 
scenes had a personal feud going, and had 
used It as an opportunity to literally get 
away with murder. Of course only a small 
percentage of the blame was directed at the 
director, C.G., but It caused him deep 
inner grief, and it also defayed the shoot- 
ing of the fJIm, This delay Infuriated the 
film's star, Clarence Smith, who wasn't told 
of the reason, Jf Clarence Smith had been 
told the reason, there wasn't one person 
who would have doubted that his response 
would have been to explode. He was ex- 
ploding as It was, but afl felt sure that for 
him to see the true reason of the delay 
would cause an even greater explosion. So 
instead Clarence only understood that C.G, 
had to return home due to domestic prob^ 
lems. Clarence glared at C.G., wondering 
at the same time how he could allow himself 
to be directed by someone who couldn't 
direct his own domestic affairs. "Don't you 
know you're In Hollywood?" reminded Clar- 
ence. 

"Have you been looking forward to to- 
night?" asked Mildred, C.G.'s wife. 
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"What's tonight?" asked C.G., already look- 
ing for a way out of whatever it was. 

*'You mean to ssy you've completefy forgot* 
ten 'Joey Gets Punched In The Arm\ our 
son's theatrical debut?" 

C.G_ tried as hard as he could to get 
Mildred's face to express the emotion, "We 
don't have to go." 

"We have to go!" saJd Mildred, not sure if 
she was reading C.GJs expression correct- 
ly. "You know how important this is to 
Chris- " 

; - ■ . ■* . . 

.■ . ■ ^ ' . ■ 

"Afrlght!" shouted C.G., throwing his fHrn 
script at a wall, scattering the pages ev- 
erywhere- His wife silentty picked up the 
pages, accepting It as the price for wmning 
the argument, ^^She's lucky I'm keeping 
what happened today to myself," said C,G. 
to himself, 

Chrfs was C-G.'s and Mildred's eleven year 
old son, and tonight was his acting debut 
in a school play. Yet even though they had 
given the leading roJe to Chris, C.G. could 
only think about that day's battle scene. He 
struggled to keep these feelings inside for 
the time being, and everything went accord- 
ing to schedule. 

Before the piay was about to get underway, 
the teacher in charge of the production/ 
Juliet Harris, made a speciaf announcement 
to the audience^ informing them that among 
them was the very distinguished Hollywood 
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fUm directory C*G. Jones. JuEiet then 
added y "Mr- Jones ^ we want you to feel 
that If at any time during tonight's perfor- 
mance you don^t think we are handling the 
play rights that you can interrupt and show 
us what we've done wrong," The people in 
the audience sent out a cheer^ but no one 
noticed the twinkle in C.G.'s eyes. "Maybe 
I should take her suggestion," he said to 
himself, only th^n beginning to forget that 
day's battle scene. 

"Joey Gets Punched In The Arm," was not 
only the first play Juliet Harris had ever 
written, but was atso the worst play anyona 
had ever written, I will describe it in a 
nutshell. Chris, CG.'s son, is punched in 
the arm, and it is then his turn to punch 
someone else m the arm, only thfs time two 
punches, tt was truly terrible. And then 
the next person goes to the next person 
and punches them three times, and so on^r 
until it comes back to Chris^ who receives 
twenty four punches (he wouid have re- 
ceived twenty six, but two of the per- 
formers weren't feeling well^ possibly due 
to the rehearsats)- It was truly an awful 
play, Chris once again passes along his 
punches, and so on. I leave the rest to the 
reader^s imagination. 

Suddenly, while Chris was in between 
receiving thirty three and thirty four 
punches, C.G*, without standing up^ and 
without even shouting, s^id, "Okay^ wait a 
minute now. Stop the play J* 
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"Yes?" asked Jultet Harris, stepping onto 
the stage from her off$tage coaxing posi- 
tion, 

"Close the curtain^ Miss Harris and myself 
need to have a tittle chat, f promise to let 
the play continue shortly.'' Everyone was 
stunned as the curtains were drawn and 
C.G. left the audience. Only Mildred 
smiled . , - . . 

**Yes, Mr. Jones?'^ asked Julfet when they 
were aione. Nothing JJke thfs had ever 
happened to her before^ so she didn't know 
how to react* 

"Actually Miss Harris, what I need to do is 
speak with the, well, the performers," 

"Fine, Mr. Jones, whatever you say," said 
Juliet, hoping that she was conducting 
herself correctly. . , 

In no time at all the play had resumed, but 
much to the audience's delight, for this 
time an amaztng thfng was happening, 
something that had never happened before. 
In just a few short minutes C.G. had 
taught the cast exactly how to perform 
"Fiddler On The Roof", adding a specfat 
Innovation to the song "If l Were A Rich 
Man", How C.G, could achieve such a 
miracle racked the brains of the entire 
audience, but not so much that there wasn't 
a standing ovation at the end. The audience 
went wild. Of course C,G. had left in the 
part where the children punched each other 
in the arm, In order to pay the proper 
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respect to Juliet/ but somehow this served 
to enhance the overaJl effect. Juliet and 
C.G. then took a bow together. The chil- 
dren all beamed, then rubbed their arms as 
soon as the curtain went down. 

For an encore, Chris sang '^Tradition" while 
being punched m the arm^ and this time 
the appUuse was even louder. 

In the car on the way homey C.G. couldn't 
help telling his son that he was a born 
actor. But then he added, ''Next time, let 
me see the script before you accept the 
part." 

"There aren*t going to be any more parts," 
said Chrlsy a new look on his face that his 
father had never seen before. He tried to 
read the expression in the rearvfew mirror, 
but there was something impenetrable in 
Chris's eyes- 

"Of course there will! Aren't you too young 
to be making that decision?" 

"No/^ said Chris, the unreadable expression 
remaining. 

"Tomorrow/" continued C*G., as if Chris's 
words had fallen on deaf ears^ "the two of 
us are going to watch me make a movie. 
Deal, Chris?" 

'^He has to go to school/' said Mildred, who 
hadn't yet turned around to see the look on 
Chris's face, 

'*He's missing one day of school," satd C.G. 



"I don*t want to be an actor/' safd Chris, 
almost in a whisper, > 

"That's just because your arms hurt," said 
C.G., smlffng at Mildred, 

.''A 

"I just don't want to!" said Chris, 

"He said he doesn't want to/' said Mildred, 

"I heard him/^ said C.G. No one said 
another word the rest of the way home, and 
the next day Chris accompanied C.G, to the 
film shoot. 

Chris found himself in a scene where young 
Gary Grant must choose between three of 
hfs closest friends to substitute for him in 
a school play, so that young Gary Grant 
could lead ar\, army of youths onto a movJe 
lot to take it over with guns and knives. 
Chris was the lucky one Gary chose, 

Eventualty Clarence would be taking Holly- 
wood away from Gary Grant, but for now, 
Clarence was portrayed as a little boy who 
Cary chose against in order to choose 
Chris. This part would all happen later in 
the film. But they planned to fflm Clar- 
ence's big scene that day just the same. 

Once again, extras used the situation as an 
opportunity to resume their personal feud, 
the result being that Chris was killed, 

Clarence was once agam kept from the 
truth, and so once more cast his glare at 
C,G, C.G. knew the importance of keeping 
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certain things from Clarence, and so no 
words escaped his lips, and the next day 
the shooting was back to normaJ. 
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The Ticking SnowbaM 



VM*n teff you what isn*t fair," said Carlyle, 
fn a menacing tone. "Do you really want to 
know what isn't fair?" 

"I'm sorry, but your hour is up. We can 
pick it up from there next week/' said Jed 
La Paz, Carlyle's psychiatrist, 

"Next week! How can you interrupt a 
person after what I just said? f was right 
Jn the middle of explaining to you the whole 
point! And that's where you interrupt me?'* 
A mixture of wonder and violence shone in 
Carlyle's eyes. He shot a glance at Jed's 
bust of Sigmund Freud on a coffee table, 
and briefly considered using it on Jed's 
head in a nonverbal manner. "Violent^' is 
actually the word that best describes what 
Carlyle felt. 

"Mr, Carlyle, apparently you do not under- 
stand how fortunate you are to be my pat- 
ient. The waiting list is quite unbelievable. 
If I could reveal the details to you^ it 
would, it would create in you an enormous 
sensation of being, how shaf! I say, of 
betng specIaL Your head..- would spin. 
You would see yourself In a whole new 
light. '^ 

Instead of following Jed^s very well respect- 
ed train of thought, Carlyfe^s mind wander- 
ed over to the beginning of the whole robot 
scheme, trying to locate the source of his 
current problem. Had Jed been there at the 
beginning of everything? Was he one of 
Mandaley's men? 
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Jed La Paz began as anyone's idea of a 
very average student of psychiatry, but 
one day hJs psychiatry practice would prove 
to be so successful that any number of 
books would be written about him, and sell 
in vast quantities, to the point where 
Sigmund Freud's name would nearly be 
drowned out, and eventuaify it reached the 
point where even Carlyle wanted him for a 
psychiatrist. 

As fantastic as it sounds, peopfe would find 
themselves paying several thousand dollars 
just to be with him for three minutes. How 
to explain aU this was not something Jed 
could easily do, but with the ball rolling so 
nicely for Jed, he fe(t no true inner desire 
or overshadowing attitudes to find out what 
made this snowballing of his tick. 

Anxious to take advantage of everything 
that was happening to htm, Jed would 
frequently see his patients even at two in 
the morning, and the exact effect this had 
on his wife remains unknown. 

"How much did you make today, Jed?" 
asked his wife. ":' 

"Let's see," said Jed, "I skipped lunch 
again,,, charged my usual rate... oh, 
except there was a lady from Calcutta who 
soJd everything she had in the world except 
her clothes and a few of iier younger 
grandchildren just so that she could see 
me, I chopped down the price for her by 
giving her an extra minute. So anyway, 
with there being four groups of three min- 
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utes in twefve minutes^ and five groups of 
twelve minutes in an hour - right, sJxty 
minutes in an hour, is that correct? And 
then with no lunch..." . 

Jed^s wffG had afready passed out from the 
charismatic sound of his voice. 

"I wonder if there's anyone who under- 
stands a person like that," $a!d Jed, shak- 
ing his head with a mixture of aggravation, 
paJn, misery, and deeprooted frustration, 
for he hadn't even finished taking his shirt 
off. 

That morning, Jed's wrfe was m the middle 
of serving him his breakfast when again she 
passed out from the sound of his voice. 
And ail he had done was ask for more 
toast with grape jeUy, 

**\'\l make It myself," he said out loud, but 
to himself. 

Upon arriving at work Jed told his secre- 
tary he was raising his rates again, explain- 
ing to himself that if he didn't relieve some 
of the building frustration within himself 
then (t woutd all express itself on his 
patients. 

His secretary found this thought so delight- 
ful that she ripped her clothes off, forcing 
Jed to fire her. On her way out the door, 
she came up with the Idea of signing her 
house over to him, and Jed was so busy he 
didn't have the time to stop her, Later he 
would be saying to himself, "What am I 
going to do with another house?" 
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When Jed got home that day, he found that 
hts wife was tied up, with two men standing 
next to her, one on each side, with guns 
pointed at her head. And yet, somehow 
the sight of Jed immediatefy altered her 
expression from terror to one of overwhelm- 
ing calm relief. 

"What are you doing to my wffe?" demanded 
Jed, He put all of his charisma into his 
voice for the occasion. 

The man to hts wife's teft smiled, feelings 
of neurosis bursting through. He held up a 
cue card on which the following words were 
written: "WE ARE HOLDING UP CUE 
CARDS, YOU WANT TO ASK US THE REA- 
SON. LET MY BROTHER MIKE ANSWER 
THAT." 

The other man, Mike, held up another cue 
card- "WE WORK FOR A PSYCHIATRIC 
MAGAZINE IN THE PSYCHOPATHIC SEC- 
TION, WE ARE NOT PSYCHOPATHIC. BUT 
WE WORK IN THE PSYCHOPATHIC SEC- 
TION, MANY PEOPLE MAKE THAT MIS- 
TAKE. LET MY BROTHER BOB EXPLAJN 
FURTHER." 

It was now Bob's turn. "WE HAVE BEEN 
SENT HERE ON BUSINESS. OUR READERS 
WANT TO KNOW WHAT YOU OWE YOUR 
GREAT SUCCESS TO. BUT NOW YOU ARE 
ASKING YOURSELF, 'THAT DO£SN"T 
EXPLAIN THE CUE CARDS.' MIKE CAN 
ANSWER THAT SETTER THAN ME." 
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Mfke gave his brother an aggravated look, 
and then began rummaging through the pHe 
of cue cards^ until he found the right one. 
"YOU ALSO MUST BE WONDERING ABOUT 
THE GUNS, WELL, WE KNOW JUST HOW 
PERSUASIVE YOU ARE AND" 

Now it was Bob's turn again. Bob was all 
ready with his card. "WE DON'T WANT 
YOU TO HAVE A CHANCE TO SEND US 
BACK TO OUR EMPLOYER WITHOUT THE 
ANSWER WE CAME FOR. SO IF'* 

"YOU VALUE YOUR WIFE'S LIFE^^ said 
IVffke's card. 

"WRONG CARD," Bob's card sard. Jed 

indfcated with his finger that Bob had the 

card pointing the wrong way^ which Bob 
corrected , 

Suppressing his frustration, Mike found the 
correct card, which read, "WE USE EAR 
PLUGS IN OUR EARS, WHICH WE DID, YOU 
CAN'T TRICK US WiTH YOUR CHARfSMA/' 

'^SO IF" said Bob's card. 

"YOU VALUE YOUR WIFE'S LIFE" said 
Mike's card agaJn^ this time used at the 
right time. 

"YOU WILL COOPERATE" said Bob's card. 

"WE ONLY HAVE A LfMtTED NUMBER OF 
CARDS, SO NO FUNNY BUSINESS. HERE IS 
A PEN AND A CARD" said Mike^s card. 
Both stood there until Bob held up a card 
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to Mike that Jed coutdn't see. Mike then 
found a pen and a card from his briefcase 
and handed it to Jed. 

Jed began frantfcJy writing out an explana- 
tion he had for his great success. But he 
began with hJs early childhood, and so had 
scarcely scratched the surface when he was 
without room on the card to even add 
another letter. He looked at MJke and Bob 
helplessly, then handed them the card. 
Meanwhile, Jed's wife was smiling with the 
knowing satisfaction that nothing could go 
wrong now that Jed was in the room. 

Wlke was ready with the next card. "WE 
KNEW THAT YOU WOULD TRY A STUNT 
LIKE THIS. WE HAVE ONE MORE CARD, 
NOW THIS TIME, NO FUNNY BUSINESS." 

Bob held up a card that said, "WE MEAN 
IT." . , -. . ■, . . .. : . . ;■ 

Jed, with the new card In hand, could see 
that it was time to come to the point if he 
didn't want anything to happen to his wife, 

"I OWE ALL OF MY SUCCESS TO A 
THOUGHT THAT CAME INTO MY HEAD, ON 
A DAY WHEN 1 WAS WAITING FOR A PA- 
TIENT. THE PATIENT NEVER ARRIVED, 
LEAVING ME WITH MORE TIME TO DEVEL- 
OP THE THOUGHT. BUT THE MAtN IDEA 
fS THAT A SNOWBALL CREATED BY MAN 
IS A REFLECTION OF ITS TRUE SOURCE, 
AND HAS ONLY BEEN TEMPORARiLY DIS- 
MANTLED BY THE WIND, THE SKY, AND 
THE GROUND. MAN MERELY REASSEMBLES 
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IT, NOW LET MY WIFE GO, YOU POOR 
ViCTJMS OF A HELPLESS SOCIETY." 

Jed's wife was immediately released, and 
Bob and Mike left, with hatf of Jed's cue 
card In Mike's pocket and the other hatf Jn 
Bob's pocket. 

When the article wJth this information ap- 
peared in the psychiatric magazine, psycht- 
atrists everywhere began to experience the 
kind of success that once belonged to Jed 
alone. 

Mandaley was able to find a psychiatrist to 
meet his needs, and once again the robot 
scheme experienced a new twist. Only 
when MandaJey's psychiatrist and Jed both 
became patients of the same psychiatrist 
could this new twist really begin to unfold. 

However, In the meantime, people every- 
where were paying their psychiatrists 
outlandish sums to share their ability to 
help them. The end result of this was a 
similar episode as that which happened to 
Jed was to occur, with the new recipients 
of Jed's knowledge being the man on the. 
street. Psychiatrists could no . longer 

demand as much money as before, and the 
entire economic wheel of the nation saw 
such turmoil that it was finally all traced 
back to Jed, and he was put in jail, which 
left CaHyle, Mandaley, and others hanging. 
It seems that the way in which their lives 
had become Intertwined had become a very 
delicate balance. Efforts were made to 
liberate Jed, with every imaginable string 
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puitedjr all without success^ due to tlie 
enormity of Jed's crime, 

Jed turned to the man he shared d cell 
with* "WeM^ 1 guess Mm goinfl to be stuck 
in here for a whfle. What are you In for?" 

The man grinned, a grin of pure mental 
health. ^M blew up a ma|or city in the 
midwest/' said the man. 

Jed asked hirn about his chiEdhood^ learned 
nothing that pertained to the man's crime^ 
and went to sleep j wondering why he 
couldn't have been born In a warm region 
where no one had heard of snow. "That^s 
why Mm stuck in here," he said to himself, 
as consciousness departed and sleep took 
over. 
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Coffee Climate 



By now Columbus'es skin had become dark 
brown, making him resemble a Jamaican with 
American Tourist in his ancestry. Cleopatra 
had repeatedly resorted to high tempera- 
tures, which she justified by Coltjmbus'es 
adventurous behavior. 

Nevertheless, Columbus had somehow man- 
aged to successfully complete his escape 
from The Fifteenth Century Room. The 
detached observer would easily recognize 
the 20th century as his new home, but to 
Columbus it was just a different room, one 
completely unlike his usual environment. 

All of his foMowers had lost track of their 
leader during various stages of their pro- 
gress, winding up anywhere, and had 
become buried In history and other places. 
Columbus planned to retrace his steps and 
find them, but for now, it was time to 
harvest the coffee crop. 
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The Only Way To Cure James 



Unlike most people, becoming a mHiJonaIre 
married to the woman he loved made James 
go crazy. Not by itself, but with the help 
of a certain series of events. He had not 
been expecting either event, but that is not 
what made him go crazy. Both events were 
welcome in his tife, for he thought of being 
a millionaire very fondly even before it 
happened. And marrying the woman he 
loved was another event that fel? into the 
category of the sort of thing he had always 
wanted to do. So In and of themselves, 
these events cannot actually be blamed for 
the fact that James went crazy. 

What can be bfamed was the moment his 
doctor informed him that for medJcal reasons 
he must never again drink a cup of coffee. 
Jsmes feit strongly about coffee, whether It 
was black or with cream or with sugar or 
both. No matter what he loved coffee. It 
began when he was only nine, but we are 
getting ahead of ourselves here. 

After his doctor had broken the news to 
him, James pulled out a wad of hundred 
dollar bills. "Doctor," he said, "this is 
yours, if you can tell me that I can be 
cured and resume my coffee love." The 
doctor, who was already very welt paid^ 
nevertheless started to feeJ strongly about 
the sight of the money. His hand uncon- 
sciously began to reach out for it. Then 
he grabbed hold of his senses, steering hfs 
hand to his pipe before James could see hfs 
moment of weakness. 
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"No, James, it fsn't money. It's coffee. No 
more coffee, I know what you mean, i know 
how you feet, and I know what you're 
saying^ and } feel strongly about ft. No 
more coffee. " 

"No more coffee?" asked James as tf this 
was still fresh news. "You mean to say 
that you think It would be a bad fdea?" "I 
mean, James, that your next cup of coffee 
could kilt you!" screamed the doctor, puff- 
ing on his pipe, all In the same breath. 
"You pay me a good deal of money to tell 
you the truth! Now there is not another 
word that needs to be said!" 

James had his chauffeur make a few extra 
detours on the way home from the doctor's. 
He wanted to drink some coffee, and he was 
considering disobeying his doctor by stop- 
ping at a coffee shop. Every now and then 
James would demand that the chauffeur slow 
down, if a favorite coffee shop was in the 
vLcintty, in case he should decide to stop in 
for a moment. But his doctor's word 
stuck, and they went home without having 
made a single coffee stop. 

When she heard the news, his wife, Anna, 
was very upset. She didn*t take the news 
quite as hard as James, but they were very 
much in love, and it affected her deeply. 
James sensed the affect his unhappiness 
was having on her, and it made him more 
unhappy. She fixed herself a cup of coffee 
and they sat down in the living room. 
James stared at her coffee cup. Hate glided 
through his veins, and poured out of his 
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eyes. She sipped her coffee/ unaware of 
the danger she was in. 

"I know!" she said. "J'lf make you a cup 
of hot chocolate!*' 

As James sipped the cup of hot chocolate^ 
he began to describe a) I about how much he 
liked coffee, beginning with his first cup, 
which/ as the^ reader remembers, began 
when he was nine. His new hatred for his 
wife began to subside. Tears flowed from 
his eyes. He finished the cup of hot 
chocolate and she ran and made him another 
one. He was now describing his four 
hundredth cup of coffee, which happened 
when he was sixteen. He could remember it 
atL 

Anna couldn't think of what to do other 
than give hJm the second cup of hot choco- 
late. They were stfU newlyweds, and she 
hoped that as time went on she would be 
able to find other ways to take his mind off 
of coffee. 

Sudden fy James stared down into his cup of 
hot chocolate. His eyes siezed upon the 
fireplace shovel. "I don't want hot choco- 
late! t want coffee!" James said, picking up 
the fireplace shovel and ending hJs mar- 
riage. 

The next day James was flying to South 
America where coffee is grown. He had a 
new plan, ^n an instant he owned his own 
coffee plantation, "Surely a man who owns 
his own coffee ptantation has no need to 
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fear coffee/' he said to himself, for already 
his doctor's news had made him crazy. 

He went to the local doctor to find out for 
certain if Jt would now be alright to drink 
coffee. His local doctor felt exactly the 
same as his previous doctor^ and said "No 
more coffee." 

James found another plan. He disguised 
himself as a worker on his own coffee 
plantation and became friendly with the 
other workers. He got as close to coffee as 
a person can get^ not counting those who 
actually drink it. But this didn*t help, the 
local doctor said. "No more coffee. No more 
coffee for you, no matter what." 

James, beside himself with grief, returned 
to the worker disguise the next day any- 
way, where he met Cofumbus, "Try some 
decaffeinated coffee/' Columbus suggested. 
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Don't Leave Anything Out 



That day a worker on the coffee plantation 
began his diary: 

'*lt all began with a planet, Earth, and this 
planet was filled with trees, camels^ 
houses, and peop^e. There may have been 
an elephant. It seems that there was abso- 
lutely no caffeine." 
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Headqaarters And Other Places 

The new Captain of the "Stonedome" enter- 
ed his new private office. He carefully 
boUed the door with the very new locking 
system, which replaced the one that Cleo- 
patra, with the help of several others, 
destroyed. 

Then he switched on the very new monitor, 
which had a new set of buttons to choose 
from. He could see the previous Captain 
being chased down a corridor by Cleopatra 
with help from the same others who had 
helped her break the lock. With the press 
of a button the new Captain sent the pre- 
vious Captain into the lobby of the "Assfs- 
tant IVIaintenance Defense Buildmg," Cleo- 
patra found herself in a mental institution, 
the resuJt of another button. The new 
Captain burst out laughing^ a strange, 
sinister laugh. He was enjoying his new 
job even during the first five minutes. 
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Medusa Vsrfations 



The new Captain lighted hfs eyes on "The 
Stonedome Gazette," a special newspaper 
designed solely for the use of "Stonedome 
Planners", a category the Captam feil into, 

ignoring the monitor, which was tuned to 
the fUtn, "Won*t You Carry Gary/' the 
Captain, whose name was "Captain 500", 
turned pages until he came to the following 
article: 

"THE JUSTIFIED CAR ACCIDENT In a very 
peculiar Httle town (so JlttJe, in fact, that 
one even wondered If it could really be 
called a town) there occurred a tremendous 
uproar, all due to a peculiar aspect of one 
of the town's citizens. Betsy woutd always 
put her car's headlights on, half an hour 
before It became dark outside, thus creat- 
ing unnecessary wear on the car. Letters 
about this were sent to the peculiar town's 
newspaper. Editorials were written blasting 
the woman's behavior. Finally, Betsy gave 
it up. This left her a totaiiy normal per- 
son, and it beJng that everybody else in 
the peculiar town was peculiar, the town 
elected her mayor. 

In total confusion now, Betsy swerved her 
car into a tree and had to use crutches for 
three months.** 
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Crazy, Littte Napofeon 



Captain 500, suddenly wendertng how 
Cleopatra was getting along in her new ceil 
at the mental institution, switched channels 
on his monitor. He expected this to be very 
entertaining, and fixed himself some coffee 
and popcorn by pushing two of the room's 
more secret buttons. He decided to watch 
one of her Getfmate$ until the popcorn was 
ready^ to max)mj2e the effect of her en- 
trance. 

The normal procedure in a mental Institutron 
was that anyone who thought of himself as 
being Napoleon Bonaparte was merely a 
Class D34 Nut, also referred to as a Class 
D34 Case. This made it doubly unfortunate 
when the real Napoleon Bonaparte found 
himself in a mental institution. 

*'How are you?'' asked his nurse on his first 

day there. 

**Fine," Napoleon reptied, 

"You know, you're very fucky to be herey" 
she said. ^*When we found you, you were 
saying 'Whoa! Hold it horse! Stop J say! 
Obey!' You were actually yelfirig at a build- 
ing. Ha-ha*ha! Yes indeed^ how lucky you 
are to be here/' the nurse said. 

"Strange, but the last I remember, t was at 
the battle of Waterloo and things were going 

poorfy, and then my horse wouldn't 

obey... like you stated...." Napoleon's 
mind wandered off in a direction of its own. 
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"Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!" said the nurse for the 
second or third time. 

She stopped laughing and thought for a 
moment- "You have to let me introduce you 
around. Oh, what am I saying? Of course 
you have to let me introduce you around. 
I'm the nurse J What choice have you got 
here?" And once again she started laugh- 
ing. "They're gonna love this Httle guy I I 
can't remember when I've laughed so 
much!" 

NapoJeon Bonaparte was introduced around 
and then put back in his eel! . Everybody 
laughed at least as loudly as the nurse. 
Some could be heard laughmg louder. The 
Captain had to lower the voiume for several 
minutes. 



-67- 



Cleopatra And The Buttons 



By the time the popcorn was ready^ Cleo- 
patra had already succeeded in seducing 
her way past one attendant, and moments 
later she was able to use a stolen space- 
craft master key to assist her m reaching 
the front door to the mental institution 
itself. 

The new Captain threw the container of 
popcorn on the floor, and spit popcorn out 
of his mouth. "A master key I" he sput- 
tered. Then he began to calm down. 
"Let'; see/' he said to himself, "What 
would be a nice way to get that key back?" 

He reached for a button just as Cleopatra's 
hand reached for the front door of the 
mental institution. The Jlght of freedom 
paused in her eyes for a moment, and then 
it was a hot South American sun pounding 
against her forehead. 

Columbus, catching sight of her, said to 
James, "Oh, here's someone who could 
probably explain decaffeinated coffee better 
than t. Miss, uh, could you step over 
here for a moment? Thank you. Uh, could 
you explain to this man here what decaf- 
feinated coffee is?" 

Cleopatra, containing a certain amount of 
knowledge of the power contained within the 
Captain's oTflce, wasn't too surprised to 
find herseff talking to Columbus in South 
American Twentieth Century, "There's no 
caffeine in It," she explained. 
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Suddenfy a giant hand came out of the sky 
and iifted Cleopatra up, A thunderous 
voice demanded the key, which she pro- 
duced, although a certain amount of defi- 
ance shown on her face. The thunderous 
voice then announced to everyone that 
Cleopatra was thejr queen. He placed her 
back on the ground beside Columbus and 
James. 

Everyone continued working as if nothing 
had happened. "What's caffeine?" asked 
James, noticing Cleopatra's strange attire 
for the first time. He chose to say nothing 
about it. 

Cteopatra fooked at Cofumbus. "I don't 
know, do you?" she asked. 

Columbus shook his heady traces of serious 
ignorance being detectable to Cleopatra. 

"Oh well," said James, the most ignorant of 
the three. ^^Wait!" he said. A few hours 
later the three of them were Jn an airplane 
on their way back to James's first doctor. 
James hoped that they could explain to his 
doctor what they knew about decaffeinated 
coffee, for this is what could make the 
difference in his coffee fove. 

A meeting between the four occurred short- 
ly. James's chauffeur was still on staff, so 
that there were no delays. After the 
doctor's office they went straight to Cran- 
berry's, for the doctor had given his 
permission for James to use decaffeinated 
coffee . 



-69- 



*M'm sure Cranberry's serves decaffeinated 
coffee," Cleopatra had said, for she still 
knew her manual very welK Hours of 
study could be thanked for that. 

"I believe you're right," said Cofumbus, 

whose manual f although different from 

Cleopatra's, stiil contained much important 
information. 
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Wet Log 



The crew of the ship had reached that 
painfut, hopeless place everyone in the 
vyorld has been to at least once in their 
iives. I don't mean an actual place, what I 
refer to is a state of mind. Yes, it seemed 
that the ship was sinking. 

Everyone began to act reai f fa key. The 
Captain's Log, which J had been typing up 
for him so as to make tt more coherent for 
whoever happened to read tt, had been 
getting progressJvely flakey day by day. 
Sometimes he would go on for days describ- 
ing my typewriter, as if It were something 
no one had ever seen before. Instead of the 
facts coming out the Captain started embej- 
lishing the actual events until one sensed 
that the Captain was being negligent by 
leaving Moby Dick out of the picture. By 
the way, i got quite a few laughs when J 
made this remark in the Mess Hall. The 
ship hadn't begun to sink yet so the men 
still found it possible to joke about the 
obvious deterioration of everything around 
us, especially our Captain, Captajn Brady. 

"The wind and the ocean are our friends," 
he announced whenever it was time to eat. 

But then the ship started to sink, changing 
our attitude towards the Captain from mild 
contempt to profound fury- 
Many wondered what was going through the 
Captain's mind when the ship first started 
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sinking. They came to me, since I was the 
one typing up the Log. Unfortunately, he 
doesn't hand it over to me until three days 
after he's written it, and the ship only 
began sinking a few hours ago. t expect 
It'll be more flakey than anything he's 
given me so far. 






-^JK. ■^; 
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The Lost Ship 



As James, Cleopatra, and Columbus sat in 
Cranberry's drinking decaffeinated coffee, 
Columbus was thinking about his lost fol- 
lowers . 

"Does anybody know how ! can get out of 
the Twentieth .Century Room?" he asked. 

James looked at CoJumbus In astonishment. 
"I thought you said this was Cranberry's," 
said James. 
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Jason^^ The Pufalfc Nuisance 



A boy was walking his dog around a tree. 

The sound of an airpfane flying overhead 
was drowned out by the sound of a fawn- 
mower, Jason switched off the ^awnmowar 
and went indoors, only to have the new 
silence shattered by the sound of a bfend- 
er. His two daughters were making choco* 
late milkshakes, Jason walked without 
stopping until he reached his secret record^ 
Ing studio hidden behind a wan in the 
basement, rev/ealed by the touch of a but* 
ton* 

"Do I have any grass left?'* he asked him- 
seff as he was pushing buttons }n the 
engineering booth. Yes- His stash of 
marijuana was now at five jofnts. That was 
enough to last htm for this recording ses- 
sion^ but then he would have to buy more* 
Jason jotted himself a memo on that Subject 
right then, makmg sure he woutdn't forget- 
Then he resumed adjustfng volumes and 
playing with other assorted sound buttons-, 

By pushing one more button a wait slid 
back and out stepped two men who resem- 
bled Jamaicans (possibly with American 
Tourist in their ancestry). They picked up 
several musicat instruments snd started 
tuning up. "You are very kino to permit 
us to hJde here* It has been three years 
and stJHy no one suspects that you are 
hiding illegal aliens/' said one. 
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Jason uttered a superficial laugh. "Just 
tell me, did you two practice that song I 
gave you last week?^' 

"Yes, It Is a lovely song. We're all ready. 
But also let me say that the food you sent 
to us by way of the special pulley system 
we've devised in the ceiling was excellent. 
We are also amazed at the ingenious nature 
of the pulley -system. Let me finish by 
saying" 

*M'm sorry," safd Jason, "but fd rather 
just go straight to the song." 

^*Okay," they both said at the same time* 

A few weeks !ater that very song would be 
available on record store shelves across the 
country. This would be the third album 
released under the tftfe, "Flea Tease". 
Jason was carefuJ in keeping his name off 
of the record, which he was able to do by 
way of a system even more compiicated than 
his pulley system in the ceiling. For Jason 
possessed the title of record company 
executive, and with this titJe he could work 
miracles. Yet even that titfe failed to fully 
describe Jason. Jason secretly owned the 
entire record company, as weH as an enor- 
mous chain of record stores. And even 
knowing all of this the reader is unaware of 
the full scope of Jason's power, for he 
owned record pressing factories as well. 
So it was with no difficulty that "Ffea 
Tease" had become a very wel! liked band, 
despite the fact that they never appeared. 
Jason's final achievement was the careful 
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juggling of the **hold'^ button on his tele- 
phone, keeping the inquisitive at bay. 

Two of Flea Tease's biggest fans were 
Jason's daughters. Had they been aware 
that It was thefr own father they were 
listening to, their attitude might have been 
different. But they knew nothing. 

However this project of Jason^s finally had 

to be abandoned when the two Jamaican 

tooklng men departed, in spite of their 
tjlegal alien status. 

"Where are you two going?" Jason asked, 

"We must continue our search for Colum- 
bus," said the spokesman of the two. 

"Who Is Columbus? Nevermind," said Jason, 
suddenly remembering that his lawn was 
due for a mowing, "Bon voyage!'^ he 
shouted . 

He saw the boy once again walking his dog 
around a tree. ''What's your dog's name?" 
asked Jason. 

"Jason," the boy answered. 
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The Illegal Fantasy Of Judge Greenwell 



The only thing that made the day special 
for Judge Harry GreenweJl was the fact that 
he had Just sent a young man to five years 
tabor on what was virtually a cow ranch. 
The man was the judge's chief cocaine 
connection and by sending him to the cow 
ranch, the I! legal operation could continue. 
The man being sentenced had no fdea what 
plans had already been made for him, 
however- 

But Just a few short hours after arriving at 
the cow ranch the pfot began to unfold. 

"What's your name/ young feller?" safd 
C!em, the oldUmer who owned the cow 
ranch . 

"Clyde," said the man* 

As the judge sat at home reading a book, 
his mind wandered away from what he was 
reading, as If a sudden gust of wind had 
redirected the course he had set for his 
mind. His wife, Pamela, was burled in the 
T.V. set. Judge Greenwell unburled her 
by saying, "Wonder how soon before Clyde 
gets m the next cocaine shfpment. Of 
course, Clyde doesn't realize that he's 
doing it for the very man who sent him to 
the cow ranch," ^ 

Pamela turned off the T.V. set, smiled 
prettily, and went to sleep. 
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The Judge shook his head, traces of dfsap- 
pofntment vfsible. "! unbury her from 
T.V., and she turns around and buries 
herself In sleep. Pamela^ someday^. ! won't 
be unburying youJ^ 

The judge then used up what remained of 
his cocaine supply and went to sleep mut- 
tering something about afJ the saints in 
heaven must unite to see that Clyde's 
shipment arrived soon. 

The next day Judge Greenwell faced the 
usual assortment of crooks and thieves. 
Only one man was innocent that day, and 
poor Judge Greenwell was feeling so out of^ 
It that he even wanted to send the innocent 
man to jail. But justice prevailed and the 
innocent man was returned to his family. 

Clyde*s shipment still hadn't arrived. 
Pamela was beginning to teJl their closest 
friends that she didn't think the shipment 
woufd ever arrive* 

But the ne^t day. It arrived. As it turned 
out, the judge had just been forced to go 
through an entire day with nothing but 
innocent men, making his mood a tightJy 
wrapped package of unreleased frustration, 
ff Clyde hadn't come through for him^ even 
his wife would have turned against him. So 
jt was with a great sense of victory that 
Harry said to his wife, ''That makes one for 
me." ■- . 

Pamela unburied herself from the T.V. set 
and smiled very prettily. Suddenly Judge 
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Greenwelf had the fantasy that hts wife was 
knitting the word "Cocaine" on his judicial 
robe . . 

"Stop thatJ That's illegal!" he said. 

But it was just a fantasy, of course. She 
was actually smiling, Instead of knitting. 

"JlJegal " mumbled Judge Green we II as he 

fell asleep. 
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The Thermosj, The Birdcage, 
And The Window 



The night courd stifl be caJfed young when 
the ship came into the harbor, m fact, 
there was the sensation that tfme had 
stopped, that the night could stay young 
forever. The twenty pound boxes of co- 
caine were loaded onto the docks, as a 
flock of birds silently watched. Finally one 
of the birds spoke. 

"That's plenty cocaine," the bird named 
BiggJes said, * 

"Plentyf" the other birds answered. 

*'Let's try some that, yea, some that!" said 
another bird, named Perky Bay, The birds 
fJew down towards the boxes, but moments 
before they reached the cocaine Perky Boy 
changed course, leading the others, who 
followed close behind. They disappeared 
from the harbor. 

The men continued loading the cocaine off 
of the ships, an event that was legal at 
this particular period in time, in this par- 
ticular place. One of the men, WHson 
Clumb, filled his coffee thermos with some 
of the cocaine, another event that was legal 
at this particular period in time, 

"What ar& you doing that for?" asked the 
foreman of the shipping yard. 
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"WeH," said WHson, decfdmg that he would 
barely answer this question^ "I've heard 
that this Is good stuff to sniff tnto the 
nose. Try ft out, I safd to myself.** 

"Could be.,." safd the foreman, without 
really wondering. He was more Interested 
fn talking than the subject, and could see 
Wifson had other thfngs he'd rather be 
thinking about. ' 

The evening's ship unloading work went 
smoothly that night, and Wilson Cfumb 
finished his shift at 5:00 a.m. and went 
home, the thermos bottie tucked under his 
arm. For the moment he wasn't thinking 
about anything, nor looking at anythfng. 
It could be said that he was simply drifting 
along, sensing things far away. . 

The birds, led by Perky Boy, as they had 
always been, followed Wilson home, the plan 
to try the cocaine still at work. Yet Perky 
Boy had another plan at work at the same 
time. There was a bird, named Kep, whom 
Wilson kept in a btrdcage, and who had 
been occasionally observed by the birds. 
Biggies, who was fn love- with her^ had 
persuaded Perky Boy that they shoufd 
watch her, and so they had. Wilson dumb, 
as a result, had fallen under similar obser- 
vation by the birds, seen in an entirely 
different light, of course. It was with Kep 
tn mind that a book had been left in Wil- 
son's path one night on his way home from 
work, in order to achieve a significant 
aspect of Perky Boy's plan. 



-81- 



The book revealed that cocaine contributed 
to a bird's singmg, and as Perky Boy was 
among the small group of birds in the world 
who couJd read, he had enlisted the aid of 
another group of birds to carry the book to 
Its pface along Wilson's path. This coufd 
then lead Wilson to giving cocaine to Kep, 
which could lead to a major part of his 
plan . 

Wflson's thoughts turned over to his im- 
mediate situation. His date^ who was 
expected shortly after he arrived at his 
house, was a rather attractive nurse whom 
he had met while in the hospital a week 
before, suffering from some disease whose 
name would be foreign to my readers. The 
nurse*s name was Nancy, 

As the two worked nightshifts, 7:00 became 
the logical hour chosen for the date. And 
wasn't Wilson excited. Never before had 
such an opportunity been presented to him, 
not that traces of the disease still lingered, 
No, WiJson did not have Nancy's abilities as 
a nurse In mind as he walked home from 
work that morning. Yet Nancy was Indeed 
an excellent nurse, and if traces of the 
disease had stiff remained with WHson, her 
presence would surely have chased them 
away. With great justification, Wilson had 
come to think of her as perfect in every 
way. That he should be this fortunate did 
strike him as strange, but afterall, strange 
things had happened to him before. 

■Tr ^ T T T rp- rp 3|t 
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Back when the book was being planted 
along the path that Wilson took, Perky Soy 
had taken one of the birds, Ught Pit, Into 
hfs confidence, explaining that this wouid 
lead to Kep being given a dose of cocaine, 
"Then/' Perky Boy had continued, "we can 
watch her through the window and see what 
cocaine does to birds." As the birds fol- 
lowed Wilson home that morning, it seemed 
as tf that conversation belonged to an age 
fong gone. Just the same. Perky Boy made 
sure from looking at Light Pit that what he 
had said was still remembered. 

Soon the birds were perched on a tree 
outside of Wilson's living room window, 
watching as Wilson sat preparing the co- 
caine. Light Pit was already beginning to 
sense the truth in Perky Boy's words. 

Nervousness crept over Wilson. He had 
never tested cocaine^ despite all the time he 
had spent on the shipping yard. If not for 
this special date with Nancy, he might 
never have considered trying it. Now, 
with his nervousness growing at a rapid 
pace, he chose not to wait for Nancy. He 
would try some now, and then share some 
with her as well. , . ■ ■, 

But the cocaine hadn't created the effect he 
desired. The nervousness remained. He 
turned on h?s T.V. set, but couldn't settle 
on any one channel, and turned the set 
back off. - . . 

The birds were growing anxious, not sure 
just what Perky Boy had in his mind. 
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They could see by fookmg at Perky Boy 
that he was still wafting for something to 
fall Into place, and that there was no 
certainty that whatever it was actually 
would. 

Suddenly Wilson's eyes landed en the book. 
He shot a glance at Kep, who was chirping 
over the birds she saw outside, ft ail came 
back to Wffson, the part about cocaine's 
influence on the way a bird sings. He 
brought the glass tray with the cocaine 
over to the bird cage and opened the door. 

it was at this precise moment that Perky 
Boy once again took Lfght Pit Into his 
confidence, followed a moment later by a 
movement of all the birds, through Wilson's 
open window, into Wilson's living room^ onto 
Wilson's couch. 

Wilson froze for a moment, and then walked 
towards the birds, very slowfy, responding 
to this strange occurrence with a mixture of 
confusion and curiosity. Wilson had taken 
just one step when Light Pit separated from 
the rest, flying past Wilson and into Kep's 
birdcage. 

It took one moment for Light Pit to lead 
Kep out of the birdcage, and out of the 
window. 

Wilson's eyes were able to catch sight of 
this strange moment, causing hjm to turn 
around and feebly grasp at the birds that 
remained in his house. But in no time 
these birds too had flown through WHson's 
window. 
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Once free, the birds perched atop a tree, 
where they joined up wtth another group of 
birds who had been kept nearby had things 
not gone as planned. The leader of the 
other group of birds, who was named Roop, 
led hiS birds into chirps of praise for 
Perl<y Boy's group. Soon all of the birds 
were chirping, though some had very Utt(e 
understanding of what had just happened. 

Nancy glanced at the birds as she rang 
Wilson's doorbell, and smiled, received no 
answer^ and then rang the doorbeJI again. 
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The How To Be An 
American Tourfst Training Camp 



Roop's and Perky Boy's flocks organized 
into two groups, one on the left side of the 
air vent, the other on the right side. Out 
of the ground flew both flocks of birds. 
Everyone m the How To Be An American 
Tourist Training Camp feJt shocked to see 
birds coming from the ground instead of a 
tree, and wondered how they could f;nd out 
more about it. "How can we fmd out more 
about this?" said one of the members of the 
training camp, who wbs an Englishman. 

The hole in the ground was more closefy 
examined, to reveal that It was the air vent 
to some kind of underground mansion, 
though exactly what kind of underground 
mansion still remained to be discovered. 
With littfe else to do that day, the training 
camp elected to trespass into this new 
world. 

"And even if it isn't a new world," satd 
Joseph, the leader of the group, "at least 
Jt's a new house." 

"i hope we don't get fn trouble," thought 
Joseph, as he led his group in digging the 
necessary hole, for as my reader must 
realize, birds can fly through a smaller hole 
than people, who can't fly at all. Once the 
hole was completed a rope was fetched and 
one of the members was lowered into the 
mansion. 
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"Nobody's home!" shouted the explorer, 
who was in the home of Charges Long- 
worthy. So everyone cHmbed down into the 
underground mansfon. 

"I hope we don't get fn trouble for that 
hole in the, in the^ where }s that hoJe?" 

"In the cetling," explained one of the 
members to the other member. 

i 

"Shut up," said Joseph, acting to prevent a 
panic. 

ft soon became apparent why this under- 
ground mansion existed. Contained in it 
was wealth unimaginable, all out on display 
in the form of diamonds, rare books ^ gold, 
vases, and items so incredible that \ can't 
describe them. Had this mansion been 
located anywhere else but underground, tt 
surely would have been robbed long before 
the training camp's entrance. 

The members of the How To Be An Ameri- 
can Tourist Training Camp were wellbred 
enough to grasp this fact and the great 
Importance of leaving rather quickly before 
the owner coufd return. . . 

"And nobody take anything!^' said Joseph at 
the top of his lungs, though a few soiid 
gold ashtrays were missing already. 

The group joined together and muttered a 
resigned groan, and then climbed back up 
to the ground. The ashtrays were not 
returned, but the bote was patched up and 
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the owner, Charles Longworthy, never 
discovered his home had been invaded. 
But what had become of his two flocks of 
birds, which he thought of as one flock^ 
remained a mystery that he aJways lived 
with. 



■■• ^'i^::''?- 



-88- 



Left-Over Pyramfds 



Charles Longworthy put hfs last log on the 
fire, a handcarved wooden statue of one of 
the Stondeome's first captains. He lay on a 
couch and opened his diary, m a mood to 
fHp to any page at random. 



A- Purple Comb 

Having always thought I was. If nothtng 
else, a brown haired person, it naturaOy 
came as a surprise to see a grey haJr in 
the air, having flown through the air wfth 
my head as its launching pad, only to have 
this same grey hair uninterruptedly tand in 
an open jar of brown shoe polish, which I 
had been using as an ink substitute while 
my pen was in the repair shop. The hair 
being so rapidly transformed to the color I 
most preferred, brown, I was prevented 
from reacting to the "incident" with any 
amount of alarm. But I chose instead to 
write a letter to everyone who thinks of me 
as nothing else but a brown haired person, 
since to be caught disguising yourself 
simply by hair color change Is in many of 
the more sophisticated circles, a pathetic 
deed, and one regarded with a deep sense 
of, "I've spent aii this time domg what 
anyone can do, I've changed my hair from 
brown to grey wJthout telling anyone.^* 

So utjing the shoe poHsh for inl<, I sat 
down to write a letter to everyone that my 
hair color was changing. A second later 
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another grey hstr fell out of my head, this 
one landing next to the shoe poJJsh jar, and 
so remaining grey. It stared up at rne, 
seemingly, until the letter started to sound 
more it than me. f wasn*t about to con- 
tinue writing a letter where a grey hair did 
most of the talking. So naturally I started 
over again and took the grey hair and 
dipped it carefully in the shoe polish jar, 
placing it next to the other formerly grey 
hair to dry. Now i could wrfte the letter 
without It doing any of the talking. 

Five more words appearing on the paper did 
not occur without the falling of another 
grey haJr, which wHJ from this point be 
referred to as "grey harr #3." - 

Once again I applied the shoe polJsh and 
continued writing the letter. By the end of 
the first paragraph, I had witnessed more 
grey hair than I couJd count on both 
hands. I counted fourteen grey hairs and 
expected more. I put another log on the 
fire and returned to my writing desk. 
That was when i first saw what shall from 
this point be referred to as "grey hair 
#15". I hated the way it sat on the table 
next to the brown hairs, almost looking up 
at me just to say, "Have you noticed the 
way you can't even courtt the grey hairs on 
both hands anymore? Just reminding you!^" 
Yes, it was saying that if it was saying 
anything. So I quickly painted it with the 
shoe polish, but this only barely reduced 
its affect. Yet I continued, trying to tell 
myself that "grey hair #15" wasn't there. 
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As J continued, ! feJt better about "grey 
hair #3", especIaUy when I compared it with 
^'grey hair #15'*. I hated the way "grey 
hair #15" was stili staring at me. I scraped 
the shoe polish off of "grey hair #3" just to 
help preserve its memory more. But when 
I finished writing the letter ft sounded more 
like "grey hair #1S*' than me, so closely had 
it sat there on the table as I was writing 
the letter. So J destroyed the letter, with 
no choice but to shine my brown shoes. It 
almost seems a waste of shoe polish, when I 
think that soon I'll be buying a new pafr of 
shoes, 

B. The Irony Of DrJnkmg Brandy In The 
Everglades 

It was shocking for me to even start to 
even begin to even think that way, A 
famous writer like Tennessee WiUiams had 
been disconnected from the worid. Who was 
able to learn his whereabouts? And yet 
many were trying. "How dfd this happen?" 
f demanded the instant t found out, ( was 
in a police station. 

"We can't explain it," said Mr. Walters, the 
Chief Of Police. "Tennessee Williams, just 
like you said, is disconnected from atl form 
of civitization, the whole worid in fact. No 
one's heard from him. Go home, We*JI keep 
you posted on the seven o'ciock news as 
the events develop, that is, if the press 
ever shows up,'* 
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"What channel?" I asked, : 

♦*Seven/* said Mr. Walters, as the room 
filled up with many handcuffed murderer 
prisoners with hate around them. I hurried 
home and waited for the seven o'clock 
news. Yet I never heard a word about 
Tennessee Williams, the famous playwright. 

Suddenly the phone rang. Who should it 
be but a total stranger, Tennessee 
Wifliams's sister, Mabel Mae Willtams. Why 
was she calling me? 

"Have you heard the news, what happened 
today?" she asked, as ?f J shouldn't even 
stop to ask how J had been chosen to 
receive this phone call from a total stran- 

"Yes, it's awful about Tennessee WiMtams, 
Who the heU is this? Do you have any 
word? What can we do?" 

"Mm his sister. But I was hoping you might 
have word. \ haven*t heard a word.** 

"Where did you get this phone number?" J 
suddenly asked, 

She glanced at the picture of her brother 
on the living room wali and then, with the 
telephone on her lap, she answered my 
question. "When the news reached me I 
feU so lost that I just started roaming 
around, all over the place, in a terrible 
aimless state. There was your name, fn the 
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feaf of a book about rafsing plants. I quick- 
ly forgot about you, unt?t J came to another 
book about raising monkeys. There was 
your name agam, in the leaf. The owner of 
the books was some book dealer who got 
them from an old lady who got them from a 
Mttle kid as penalty for misbehaving \n a 
matchbook lesson in kindergarten. I paid 
him well for those books with your name m 
the feaf. Then ' [ looked your name up in 
the phone book, wondering how books that 
once belonged to you could have belonged 
to a kindergartener. How dJd that little boy 
get those books?*' 

"I know which books you mean. I first 
bought them in England. Then I sold them 
to a man in A gambling hall to help pay a 
gambling debt. I don't know how those 
books could have gotten there. It taxes my 
imagination. Let's track it down!" 

"That's too ridiculous," said Mabel Mae. 
"We have to find my missing brother. I 
thought you could help," 

So we met at a store and set off to find her 
missing brother, Tennessee WilUams. The 
next day every newspaper in the country 
carried the exact same headline: "Tennessee 
wnilams, Famous Playwright, Lost," Our 
search continued. 

But the next day the world had completely 
forgotten about Tennessee WHIfams. The 
headline read: '*Vincent Van Gogh's Missing 
Ear Located.'' Apparently the ear had been 
right there hanging from a tree In Utah for 
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years and yet no one had noticed it. I 
myself must have passed it many times yet 
didn't notice it. 

But I hid this information from Mabef Mae, 
for that was the best way for us to con- 
tinue our search. Years went by without 
us giving up or finding him. Then I 
mentioned what I had read in the Van Gogh 
story. 

Words cannot even begrn to describe the 
rest of this story, but I wU\ continue, 

Mabef Mae looked at me with the virge of 
tears on her face. I had never seen that 
look before, but I understood it we!!. 
"Have you stopped thinking about my 
missing brother, Tennessee Williams?'' she 
asked. 

i glanced at the picture of her brother on 
the wall. *Mt*s not that. We're Just never 
going to find him." 

I glanced at the pfcture en the wall again, 
but when I returned my gaze to Mabel Mae^ 
she was dead, having killed herself out of 
grief. 

It was on the very next day that they 
found Tennessee Williams, alive and drink- 
ing brandy in the Everglades. "How iron- 
ic," ( said to mysejf, and went to England 
in search of my monkey and plant books. 
But they were lost forever, and I never 
found them. 
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C. WMIIam TeU's Delicatessen 

Everybody knows the story of William 
Ten's, how the king of hts day commanded 
the great marksman to shoot an apple off of 
Jell's son's head, how Mr, Tell was success- 
ful m this, and how he was prepared in the 
unlikely event of failure to then shoot an 
arrow at the king, who, incfdentalfy, did 
not have an apple on his head. All of the 
eye witnesses to the event had certainly 
enjoyed one of the most thoroughly enter- 
taining spectacles of that century (exactly 
which century I can't say for sure), rival- 
Ifng the entertainment value of The William 
Tell Overture, which was a result of this or 
a similar Incident* 

Some of the important information surround- 
ing that event has failed to surface until 
knowledge that was burled underneath a 
very old European delicatessen was discov- 
ered by a rotton apple whose acid penetra- 
ted the wooden f loor^ though it mfght have 
been another kind of fruit. Once the floor 
was penetrated by the rotten apple's acid, 
a secret chamber m the ground of the 
delicatessen was revealed. The owner of 
the delicatessen told everyone there, includ- 
ing myself, that there would be a short 
delay in preparing our sandwiches, so that 
he could finish the tunnel in the ground 
that had been started by the rotten fruit 
that had been carelessly left there without 
anyone keeping track of It, What he found 
was TelTs diary. Not knowing how to 
read, the owner returned to preparing 
sandwiches^ and as they were ail out of 
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Swiss cheese, which ts the kind of sandwich 
I ordered, he offered me the diary as 
payment for my having had to wait unneces- 
sarily, \ . 

it seemed that the king who had told Tell 
to shoot at the apple, for no exptainable 
reason, at ieast none that William Tell couid 
understand, proceeded to eat the apple just 
as if that was his original purpose in hav- 
ing put the apple on TeH's son's head. 
The apple tasted very good. A pumpkin 
was then presented to WfMiam Tell, with the 
command that he put an arrow through this 
thing as well, Teff obeyed again. The 
pumpkin was on no one's head, which may 
help to explain why history failed to find 
arty significance in the event. 

Aftfer the pumpkin had been penetrated by 
Tell's arrow, a royal chef was commanded 
into the situation. He was ordered to make 
a pte out of it, and fast, and if he didn't 
work fast enough Tell would then be com- 
manded to shoot the chef. The chef had a 
deficious pie prepared in no time at all. 
The king was very pleased, enjoying the 
taste of the pumpkin pie as much as the 
taste of the apple. And for the rest of the 
day Tell was commanded to penetrate ail 
manner of food, not just fruit, with his 
arrows, assisted occasionally by the royal 
chef, when the food was of such a nature 
that It required more than an arrow 
through it to satisfy the king. No one 
really understood what was going on, but 
everyone around enjoyed themselves. 
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When at last the king could not eat another 
bite^ WHiiam Tell was told he could go 
home. That night in a dream Tell per- 
ceived for himseff a brand new direction, 
and the next day he opened up '^WlflJam 
Tell's DeHcatessen", where you coufd buy 
almost any kind of food^ but no apples. 

Things were very strange back then ft 
seems, and we can be thankfuf that this 
type of very strange behavior hasn^t been 
handed down from father to son. 

His diary is not comparable to mine; for 
there's mostly fruit and vegetables des- 
crfbed in [t- 

; .- ■ ■■ - ■ ■■ ' ' /■' \"- ; ■ ■■ ■ 
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The MysterfQus Boot Mystery 



Charles Lbngworthy hid his diary away. 

He unburied a copy of "'Artifact Coilector's 
Weekly/' which he frequently resorted to 
when he felt it was time to redecorate his 
underground mansion with more artifacts. 

"Just as Hurricane Ooga was about to sweep 
through the prehistoric village. ^ flock of 
birds saifed around in the sky, a slight 
distance beyond the hurricane^s path. The 
birds were fascinated by the T,V- set that 
CQufd be seen sftting in the center of the 
viJfage/ and the birds were saddened by 
the way the hurricane seemed determined to 
destroy all traces of the T.V. set. But it 
appeared as if there was nothing the birds 
could do to preserve it. The birds were 
unaware that someday there woufd be many. 

The leader of the birds, Malfow, led the 
birds away from Hurricane Ooga to another 
prehistoric village, ''The Tribe Of The 
Naked Booted." fn Mallow's mouth was the 
fur clothing of Ooga the cavewoman, who at 
that very moment was being destroyed by 
the hurrfcsne named after her^ Hurricane 
Ooga, Fame was hers, but life was not. 

Mallow^ It must be said, was a rather giant 
bird, a Tehrydactof to be exact. By being 
part of a unique species during that period 
in time^ Mallow's authority over the birds of 
his ffock was tremendous, for alf of the 
other birds were no bigger than pigeons. 
Mallow had a wing span of fifty feet, 
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Mallow dropped Ooga's fur clothing into thfs 
other prehistoric village from quite a 
height, and had his flock follow the fur to 
the ground. By remaining high above the 
village^ Mallow prevented a panic among the 
cave people. Seeing the smalt, pigeonsized 
birds, the csve people Imagined th^t it was 
these small creatures who were responsibfe 
for delivering this strange thing, Ooga*s 
clothing, ' ' 

These cave people only knew about boots 
without knowing about clothing, so when 
the birds helped a naked cavewoman put on 
the fur clothing the astonishment among the 
people of the tribe was great. One cave- 
man who we shati focus In on For a moment ^ 
Locka, was frightened, and he ripped the 
fur clothing from the woman, who was 
Bocka^ his cave wife. He sard, "Bocka, we 
should stay happy, for we know about 
boots and marriage. If we push things, we 
might find out about terrible things, I tell 
you to not wear this fur cJothing, if you 
wanna still be my girl." Bocka happily 
obeyed Locka, for she was his cave wife. 

Immediately the other people in the tribe 
pounced upon the fur clothing, taking 
turns trying it on. (t fit them atf. 

Now that MaMow had separated the curious 
and adventurous cave peopfe from the 
frightened and closedmtnded cave people^ 
he swooped down and picked up a caveman 
with his mouth, carrying him back to the 
village that was being demolished by Hurri- 
cane Ooga, The rest of the cave people^ 
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even Locka and Bocka, chased after Malfow. 
The birds of Mallow's flock flew slow 
enough along Mallow's path so that although 
Mallow had outdistanced the cave people in 
no tfmey they stfll knew which way to go. 

Mallow let the man down outside of Hurri- 
cane Ooga, and then departed. The man 
watched as Hurricane Ooga finished her 
work, and by the time Hurricane Ooga was 
done the caveman's entire tribe was by his 
sJde. As the cave people gaped at the 
demolished village the birds flew away 
unnoticed, rejoining Mallow for some other 
exciting new adventure in some other part 
of the prehistoric world. Soon they would 
return. . 

Mallow led his flock to another prehistoric 
villagej, this one filled with people wearing 
fur clothing but no boots. This village was 
known as "Chief Bippo's Place," Mallow had 
in his mouth the boot of the caveman he 
had flown to the television village. 

The boot was dropped on the village from 
high above, but a sudden shift in the wfnd 
guided the boot onto the head of an Impor- 
tant caveman named Kacko. Everyone ran 
away from the boot, despite the fact that it 
was surrounded by innocent looking little 
birds. Kacko had once told his tribe, 
"Don't any of you expect good things to fall 
from the sky." Everyone felt deep respect 
for Kacko whenever he repeated this state- 
ment, and now the boot that had faHen from 
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the sky, killing Kacko, took on a powerful 
aura in the minds of these people. The 
chief of the tribe, Bippo, waiked straight 
up to the boot^ thought for a moment, and 
put It on. He hobbied around in it, feeling 
the ground in a completely different way. 
Suddenly he pointed at it and said, "Cosmic 
Boot!" Everybody gathered around Chief 
Bfppo and danced around. 

. F . . . ■ ■ ■ 

MalJow swooped down and picked up Chief 
Bippo in his mouth, then flew to the tele- 
vision village. Everybody folJowed Mallow, 
led by the birds of (Wallow's fjock. 

When Chief Bippo's tribe reached the tele- 
vision village, they immediately noticed the 
other tribe, the naked one with boots on. 
The naked tribe's attentJon was immediately 
distracted by the tribe with fur clothes, 
Chief Bippo's tribe. 

Without hesitating Chief Bippo, with one 
boot on and of course his fur clothes, 
walked up to the member of the other tribe 
whose turn it was to try on the fur ciothes 
that Ooga once wore. She was a very 
attractive cavewoman. Chief Bippo took off 
the boot and pointed at it, saying, "Cosmic 
BootI'* 

The owner of the boot ran over to ChJef 
Bippo and grabbed the boot away. "My 
boot I" shouted the boot's owner. 
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"Who care5?" said Chief Bfppa, who couldn't 
remove his eyes from the attractive cave- 
woman in the fur ciothes that Ooga once 
wore. ■ .,' ■ ■■■■'• .■.■■.." 

**Mfl trade you the boot for your fur 
clothes!" said the boot's owner. 

"Who cares?" repeated Chief BippO/ moving 
closer to the attractive cavewoman. 

"Cosmic Bodt[" said the owner of the boot, 

^^Get away!" said Chief Bippo^ sexuatly 
assaulting the attractive young cavewoman. 

Immediately everyone In Chief Bippo*s tribe 
sexually assaulted everyone in the naked 
tribe, "The Trtbe Of The Naked Booted." 

The cave people all became as happy as 
they couldj, and the Cosmic Boot was placed 
on top of the T.V. set that Hurricane Ooga 
had demolished jr in order to best commemo- 
rate whatever it was that had happened to 
the two tribes. 

The next morning, at exactly what time 
nobody knew, after a good night's sleep, 
the two tribes gathered into one circle 
around the Cosmic Boot on top of the 
demolished T*V. set, 

"Is anybody here a, uh, is anybody here, 
no, uh, is anybody here a television repair- 
man! Right! \s anybody here a television 
repairman?" asked Chief Brppo. Everybody 
pointed at the Cosmic Boot and shouted, 
^^Cosmic Boot I ^* 
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The pfgeonsized birds afJghted on Chief 
Bfppo and pulled him to a cave wall that 
was nearby. They gufded his hands 
around a very hard, very pointed rock in 
order to chisel at the cave wall. Before 
long, the image of the demolished T,V. set 
had been engraved into the cave wait. 
Chief Bippo recognized Jt Immediately. "Not 
bad!" he satd to the birds. "Now fet's 
chisel the Cosmic Boot I Alright?" And in 
the brief silence that housed that moment, 
the chant of "Cosmic Boot!" coming from 
outside the cave could be faintly heard. 

The birds guided Chief Bippo's hands once 
again, until he had chiseled a T.V. set in 
its completed form. 

Chief Bippo grew annoyed at the little 
birds. This image did not resemble the 
Cosmic Booty and was totally foreign to his 
eyes. He returned to the circle around the 
Cosmic Boot on top of the demoHshed T.V. 
set, and Joined the chanting, which he was 
very good at. 

Soon Hurricane Ooga returned, once again 
wiping out the prehistoric village, but 
leaving the impression in the cave wail 
intact. Mallow took the Cosmic Boot and 
his flock to another region of the pre- 
historic world. 

"What are we going to do next?" the pi- 
geonsJzed birds asked Mallow as they flew. 

MaMow smiied, and said, "I'm going to plant 
this boot as if it were a seed. Someday, 
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long after we are dead, it will be there to 
lead the curtous to the village of the tele- 
vision. There, our cave paintings, or 
engravings In the wall rather, wliJ lead to 
the reconstruction of T,V. sets so that 
someday, who knows, maybe even television 
talk shows will exist." 

^'We'd rather that tefevision cartoons exist/' 
said the pigeonslzed birds. 

Mallow replied, "If all goes we!!, there wMI 
perhaps be that alternative too." 

"Great! ^' shouted the fittle pigeonsized 
birds. They all began flying faster and 
faster, now that life had picked out so 
wonderful a mission for them. 

Suddenly MaHow could see a female Tehry- 
dactol with her own flock of pigeonsized 
birds. Mallow turned his flock around, to 
chase this new one. The Cosmic Soot feH 
from Ills mouth, landing In the yard of a 
future farm In France, where it can be 
bought for $29.00 American currency, plus 
tax." 
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YouVe The Favorite 



The record industry was about to witness 
its finest moment^ a fact every music indus- 
try insider was well aware of. But in 
order for everything to succeed. It was 
necessary for all the insiders to keep all 
the fnformatjon they had inside their head. 
This included concealing the fact that every 
record buyer had been electronically memo- 
rized by hfs record ptayer, in terms of hair 
color and eye cofor, thanks to a new elec- 
trically sensitive device placed in each 
record player while the record buyer wasn't 
home, or asleep^ or in the shower, or any 
two combined. Once activated, aJI the 
record buyer needed to do was touch his or 
her record player and immediately the 
machine would arrange a very, very special 
treat for Jts owner. But even this accessory 
wasn't enough to make things totally com- 
plete, . 

Special arrangements were made with Cap- 
tain 500, for in order for the record Indus- 
try to completely succeed It was necessary 
for them to actually fabricate planets, one 
planet for each record buyer. Yet the 
record Industry knew that not even this 
was enough. Each planet had to be cover- 
ed with robots, all versions of people the 
record buyers knew on the "Stonedome". 
This was one of the most difficult parts, 
for It was an enormous temptation to make 
these robots speak in stereo. But once 
again discretion ruled the day. 
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But how to get each record buyer onto his 
own personat planet without letting the 
secret out? In order to set up this phase 
they had to monitor the brainwaves of the 
record buyers as they slept. Then, during 
his moment of greatest unconsciousness, the 
record industry simply whisked the unknow- 
ing record buyer off, to awake on a planet 
made for him or her- 

Tfme was barely creeping forward for the 
chief executives of the recording industry. 
One last record buyer, Joseph Fillmore III, 
hadn't gone 'to sleep for two days^ and so 
remained behind on the planet of the non- 
record buyers, the "Stonedome". The 
world of the record industry Insiders was 
holding Its breath, painfully waiting for 
Joseph to give in, Lulfabylsh, mellow 
sounding music was funneMed into Joseph's 
path, as more and more desperate measures 
were taken to lulJ him to sleep. But Joseph 
had very deep problems, stemming from 
tension on his favorite soap opera, and it 
seemed that nothing the record Industry 
attempted could take Joseph away from his 
soap opera worries. At last his food was 
drugged to keep the plan working. A 
moment later Joseph too was on another 
planet. 

It was planned that from that day forward, 
and as a special bonus, for the rest of the 
record buyer's life, each record, Ijy elec- 
trical harmony with each record player, 
woutd substitute the name of the record 
buyer at every slightly appropriate moment 
on the record. It was quite like a form 
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letter where the name of the addressee 
magically appears several times throughout 
the letter thanks to the special magic of 
computers. No one could feel left out alone 
on 3 planet of egotess robots. 

Now it was the task of the record industry 
to distribute records fn a slightly more 
advanced way, but it was well worth it to 
see the plan "Succeed. Soon not even 
Joseph FJIImore III felt tension. 

Gradually his records became so wonderful 
to him^ he no longer required the thing 
he'd needed all hfs life, soap operas. This 
was a feeling record buyers everywhere 
were begmning to share. Now the soap 
opera Industry had to create Innovations, 
not only in their technical approach towards 
everyone In their audience, but also in the 
way they aimed themselves at the people 
who weren't in their audience. 

This resulted in a disastrous chain reaction 
effect on the entire world of the entertain- 
ment industry, until eventually the actual 
(not a robot imitation) President of the 
"Stonedome", with specjal permission from 
Captain 500, had to go in front of every- 
one, by way of television, and tell them 
that they were all alone out there and now 
they had to come home to the "Stonedome". 
Everyone was too absorbed in a football 
game, however, so that when they were all 
gently taken in their sleep back to the 
*'Stonedome", to share their fives side by 
sJde once again, the only change anyone 
detected was a deterioration of the enter- 
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tainment industry. A fantastic new situa- 
tion comedy was immediately devised to take 
everyone's mind away^ and no one felt real 
tension ever again, not even Joseph Fill- 
more X. . 
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Charles Lonqworthv Wi ns A Coat 

"By the time the snow melts on that rooftop 
it|ll be lunch timej VU wager you," said the 
wino. He stood pointing at a slanted roof 
covered in snow. He was dangerously close 
to the secret entrance to Charles Long- 
worthy's secret underground mansion . 

"Well^ if it*s a ^ wager you want, MM wager 
you for that coat on your back, against my 
fifty doJfars, that jt doesn't mett before 
four o'clock," sard Charies Longworthy, 
smiling at the wino. He was on his way to 
purchase more firewood ^ but didn't mind a 
delay for something as important as this. 

The wino shook hfs head, "I don't know 
now, 1 mean, gets awful cold without this 
here coat," 

"Stupid wino/' said Charles, who immedf- 
a%eJy continued walking, 

"Wait! Stop!" screamed the wmo. Charles 
stopped dead in his tracks, as a twisted 
grin spread across his face, 

"Yes?" Charles asked, turning around, 

"The wager's on!" shouted the wino In 
drunken anger. 

Charles kept his twisted smile hidden and 
returned to the spot at which the orlgtnai 
terms of the wager had been stated. Both 
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cast their eyes upon the snow on the roof- 
top, . ' . ^ 

At lunch tlme^ the snow was unmefted. 
The wino threw a glance at the sleeves of 
his coat. The waiting continued* Just as 
Charles Longworthy had predicted, the 
snow hadn't fmished melting until four 
o'clock. 

The wIno surrendered his coat^ and Charles 
went on his way to buy more firewood* But 
when he got home, the first thing he 
burned was the wino's coat! ^ 
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Last-Minute Rehearsal 



From some strange instinct, Charles Long- 
worthy had planned his entire life for the 
sake of one ten mmute event that was to 
occur the following day. Every deed he 
had ever performed was for the singular 
purpose of reaching this one achtevement. 
But now that the event was drawing near^ 
Charles found hfmself wondering if it might 
not 3lf fall through/ leaving behind the 
legacy of a shattered, nonperson. A lot of 
money was involved. Did I say a strange 
instinct was resporvsible? Perhaps so, 
although it might have been quite normal. 
The strangeness or the normality of the 
instinct, however. Is totally Immaterial 
here. There was a whoie lot of money 
involved. A whole lot, 

Charles searched for a tangent to deliver 
his mind from the doubts he was feeling. It 
was now only a matter of hours before the 
moment of his dreams was due to arrive. If 
only he could glue himself together long 
enough so that the fate he had planned for 
himself could meet him, rescue him from a 
life lived totally for some invisible, future 
eventuality. Wouid it help if he reviewed 
the history of the approaching bank heist? 
Review the events drawing to that moment? 
Or wouldn't that merely Increase the anxi- 
ety? No, It was a tangent he needed. He 
turned on the T.V. set in hfs master bed- 
room and prayed that the networks could 
arrange enough entertainment to distract 
his thoughts at least a tittle. He cursed 
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himself for not including this moment of 
panic jn his plans. Now everything fell at 
the mercy of the networks. Perhaps all of 
his planning had been equally careless. 
Perhaps It wasn't too late to abandon the 
whole plan, and keep the catastrophe from 
getting worse. And then Humphrey Bogart 
in an old movie materialized on the screen. 
Charles Longworthy was safe. 
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Grandfather Cloc k Teachmgs 



ft would requtre a complete and totafly 
extraordinary mfracle to explain the way 
that the prince, Prince Ludwig, failed to 
properly absorb any kind of real knowledge 
throughout his entire life, if we can ex- 
clude the alphabet from the letter "A" to 
the letter **l*". But to keep him from feel- 
ing discouraged^ the prince was made to 
believe that the letters he knew composed 
the entire alphabet. Many tutors were 
hired, and they all reached the Identical 
conclusion; No One Could Teach Him. 

It had been hoped that someday during the 
afternoon, or perhaps In the morning^ but 
on some future day^, the entire kingdom 
would be his. Vet, from where things 
were, it looked as though the most they 
could hope for was a man with the expertise 
required to tie one's shoelaces, and even 
this hope proved doubtful. Thirty year old 
Prince Ludwig Just wasn't a shoelace tying 
person. '. . 

it was on a bright Wednesday morning that 
Ludwig found himself throwing his beachball 
at the Grandfather clock in hfs royal bed- 
room. Someone else had been required to 
inflate the beachball for Ludwig, for though 
the prince did know what was Involved in 
breathing, breathing was not something he 
was able to do in relation to something such 
as a beachball. He was doing a fair amount 
of yawning, something he usually did, due 
to the fact that when you have a Grand - 
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father clock in your bedroom you tend to 
wake up more than a normal person. 

As things turned out, the only person 
available to inflate the beachbalf for Ludwig 
was hfs prettiest tutor. He was fascinated 
as he watched her puttfng air into the ball. 
And when she placed the beachball in his 
hands, there was a magic feeling felt by 
the prince. He slowly turned around and 
threw the beachball at the Grandfather 
clock, and he felt as if the very sands of 
time had stopped. When the beachball and 
the Grandfather clock touched, it was 
during this moment that the clock chimed 
the hour, sending trickles of joy through 
Ludwig's veins. He repeated exactly what 
he had done, but this time the clock didn't 
chime, and wouldn't be chiming for a little 
while. 

The prettiest tutor left the room unnoticed 
as Prince Ludwig pondered over what had 
just happened. Prince Ludwig continued 
throwing the beachball at the Grandfather 
clock, meeting with periodic success, but 
not as regularly as he would have hoped. 
Whenever the clock did chime, Prince Lud- 
wig smiled in a brand new way that he had 
never known before, and within several 
hours he had acquired a whole ser as of 
new smiies. 

No one was able to keep Prince Ludwig from 
this type of behavior, until finally word 
reached King Johann, Prince Ludwig's 
sather. King Johann had always hoped that 
Prince Ludwig would at least someday be 
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able to tie his shoelaces, as did everyone 
else in the kingdom. The beachbaH beha- 
vior was something very ugly In the minds 
of the people of Prince Ludwig's kingdom. 
Now, however, tutors couldn't even get 
Within a four foot radius of Prince Ludwpg. 
The kingdom trembled in fear, awaJtmg 
King Johann's unleashed frustration. 

Suddenly, everyone was relieved to discov- 
er that instead of proceeding with his usual 
unleashed frustration. King Johann had In 
his possession a wise and clever plan. 
There was great rejoicing, although nobody 
knew what King Johann's plan was. 

ft was arranged that the Grandfather clock 
would no longer chime, and next, the air 
was removed from the beachbalL A pair of 
royal shoes were then created, after first 
measuring Prince Ludwig's feet. 

Finally, the prettiest tutor was summoned to 
the task of presenting these wonderful 
roya) shoes to Prince Ludwig, afterwhich 
she would then have another try at teach- 
ing him to tie the shoetaces. 

The rejoicing continued, for this was a 
kingdom that considered appropriate occa- 
sions for rejoicing something that shouldn't 
be tampered with. 

When Prince Ludwig was alone with the 
prettiest tutor, what happened had abso- 
lutely nothing to do with Grandfather clocks 
or beachballs or shoes. 
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King Johann, unteashing same of bis frustra- 
tion, hsd the G^andfati^e^ clock destroyed 
with a big hammer, creating many thou- 
sands of tiny pieces of the Grandfather 
clock. The beachball was inflated so that tt 
could be punctured, but then, during a 
moment, he had a change of heart, and had 
,the beachball patched up. 

The kingdom pfeced together its shattered, 
fearworn, collective lives, and let the 
incident pass. "I guess they've learned 
their lesson/' said King Johann for no 
explainable reason. : 
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Man Without fnterruption 



For a very, very^ very long time, anyone 
who heard the name Lawrence Wei ton would 
Jmmedlateiy smile. This was because Mr, 
Welton was the Uninterrupted ivian. No one 
could find it In themselves (or anywhere 
else, for that matter) to interrupt him. So 
when, at the age of eleven, he decided to 
have an acting career he was able to pro- 
ceed totally untnterrupted and went from 
play to play to pfay and movie to movie 
without anyone daring even to cough out 
ioud during one of his lines (or cough to 
themselves, if it was a movie theater). The 
films were all done without the cameras 
being turned off until the last scene was 
shot, for what director could bring the 
word "Cut!" to hfs Ifps? 

When Lawrence Welton decided to run for 
President of The United States of America, 
once sga\n, no one interrupted. He ran 
against no opponent, and won unanimously^ 
as no one could dare to do otherwise. 
Every bill he put forward to anyone, or 
anything he said at a coctail party that 
sounded anything like a bill, would shortly 
thereafter pass both the House of Repre- 
sentatives and the Senate. And even 
foreign leaders could not interrupt Law- 
rence Welton. 

Between his acting and President jobs, 
Lawrence had also been a television repair- 
man ;- a doctor, and a hairdresser, but as 
he didn't have the slightest idea how to 
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perform any of these jobs^ they lost thetr 
attraction for him, 

. It.. 

Then one day Lawrence Welton made a 
speech to the world, for his audfence had 
grown considerably since hts days as a 
hairdresser. The speech had to do with the 
Idea of increasing the work week from five 
days to seven days, with one day off every 
two weeks. In other words, a seventy-five 
percent reduction of weekend tJme. Sudden- 
ly in the very middle of this important 
speech while Lawrence was pausing to comb 
his hatr, a dog that looked like a thorough- 
bred but probably was not due to his 
untame behavior, sneezed. The place 
where he sneezed was the room in which 
Lawrence Welton was addressing the world. 
This interrupted Lawrence, and no one has 
gone uninterrupted since. 
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Everything I Knoiv {s 
A Big Government Secret 



The sun rose that day as usuat, but to 
Herbert Dealtworth, that was the only 
normal thing that happened that day. 
Everything else seemed bizarre and un- 
likely, starting with his morning coffee, 

"This coffee doesn't taste at all right," he 
said to Madge ^ his ugly wife of eleven 
years. 

"Too bloody bad?" she said, opening up her 
robe and combing her pubic hafrs vigor- 
ously, 

**How bizarre!" thought Herbert, "I've 
never seen her comb her pubic hairs be- 
fore,'' And yet it had the affect of turning 
him on, causing them to have sex on the 
kftchen floor. They had never done this 
there before. 

After two hours Madge said, "Aren't you 
afraid your coffee wjlf get cold?" 

Herbert ignored this remark and continued 
to make love for another two hours. 

Then it became the time he normally left for 
work. Herbert worked as the Vice Presi- 
dent's garbageman. Now, one might think 
that such an occupation could never be 
important enough to be a full time job. 
Most people woufd probably believe that 
taking care of the Vice President's garbage 
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wouldn't take mors than an hour a week, if 
even that long. But there are a [ot of 
things most people don't know and will 
never know about the Vice President and 
his garbage. Herb Dealtworth however, 
knew, 

♦'Don't go yet/' pleaded Madge. "I'll reheat 
your coffee. J'll make a new pot. Only 
please, don't rush off just yet." 

"I must," Herb said. "I'm responsible for 
the Vice President's garbage. You know 
that,'' But Madge won out and they con- 
tinued to have sex for two more hours. 

The Vice President was pacing the floor of 
his office impatiently. His garbage can was 
totally full but Herb still hadn't shown up. 
The unhappy Vice President had a great 
new piece of garbage, but, he could not 
throw it away because there was no place to 
put it. He phoned Herb's house but the 
Dealtworth's marriage had gotten so good 
that they didn't even answer the telephone. 
Nothing like this had ever happened before 
in Presidential history. 

The Vice President turned on his television 
set. He carefully switched the dial until he 
came to the national news, just as they 
were in the midst of a report about a New 
Jersey car accident. But as the Injured 
man was shown receiving a blood transfu- 
sion, the Vice President suddenly noticed 
something. The tattoo on the injured man's 
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arm was somehow familiar. Then they cut 
to a shot of the injured man's face, Jt was 
Harry Peabodyf 

The Vice President broke into a great big 
smile. Harry Peabody was the Vice Presi- 
dent's Jong lost childhood buddy. They 
had been best friends for two weeks when 
they were seven. Then, fater on, when 
they were older, they ran into eachother. 
It was a very crowded discoteque, and they 
had the opportunity to introduce eachother 
to their wives/ as well as several other 
wives who were crowded into the area with 
nowhere left to turn. This was when the 
Vice President saw that Harry had a tattoo, 
unless he was looking at someone else's arm 
by mistake. 

The television news reporter announced that 
the blood transfusion was a success and 
that Harry Peabody woufd be up on hJs feet 
in no time- 

An idea flashed across the Vice President's 
mind. "Who sasd that I needed Herbert 
Dealtworth? I can call Harry Peabody to be 
my garbagemani" 

A few secret phone calls were made and 
before Jong Harry Peabody was riding an 
airplane to Washington D.C. But at the 
precfse moment that the airplane's liftoff 
occurred, Herb Dealtworth walked through 
the Vice President's door. 
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^'You're late/' said the Vice President, who 
happened at that moment to be drunk from 
whiskey. "And, you have no tattoo," 

Herb looked at the Vice President with a 
fook that said, "Are you out of your mind, 
sir?" 

Then Herb said to himself, "This day is 
beyond words J* - 

Finaffy Herb said to the Vice President, 
•*Thank you, sir," He proceeded to empty 
the garbage In the customary manner for 
emptying the Vice President's garbage. 
However, that way of doing things is a 
secret and cannot be disclosed. The In- 
stant Herb had finished, the Vice President 
vomited into the nowempty garbage can, 
regurgitating not only the whiskey but 
other things as well- So apparently, Hef^b 
had been there at the correct moment. 

Herbert Dealtworth left the Vice President's 
office, after first making an apology for 
having been late. He sat down in The 
Politician's Garbagemen's Lounge with a few 
other Politician's garbagemen, and sipped 
into a cup of government coffee. A strange 
look crept over Herb's face, as he made the 
discovery that this coffee had the same 
peculiar taste as the coffee at home. He 
knew for a fact that his wife was unem- 
ployed. • ■ .- ■ 
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A moment later Herb discovered the origin 
of the strange taste- There was a note 
taped to the bottom of the cup, and the 
bad taste came from the tape soaking In the 
coffee. The note, being wrftten wtth 
waterproof ink on waterproof paper, re- 
mained completely intact (this Is more than 
can be said about the coffee )• 

Herb read the riote, and then disposed of ft 
in the secret manner referred to earlier. 
Although the precise wording of the note 
was much too secret to disclose here, what 
can be revaafed Is that it Informed Herb 
that he had been replaced. Herb was 
struck by the thought that this coffee 
tasted fdenticaf to the coffee at home^ and 
searched his mind for some recoltection of 
Msdge telling hfm that she made coffee in 
The Politician's Garbagemen*s Lounge. 
Perhaps it meant that there was a note 
taped to the bottom of his coffee cup at 
home. As he hadn't ffnished that cup, he 
was prevented from knowing if this was 
true or not. The coffee blocked the view. 

Suddenly the Vice President burst into The 
Politician's Garbagemen^s Lounge, which had 
never happened throughout American his- 
tory. But this was an emergency. The 
fumes from the Vice President's vomit were 
making it impossible for him to breathe in 
his office. *'QuIck! Empty my garbage! I 
can't stop vomiting!*^ shouted the Vice 
President with all of his strength. 

As a reflex Herb prepared to obey, but 
then he remembered the coffee. 
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"You fired me^ remember?" Herb safd. 
Herb returned home, and was about to look 
for a note in that morning's coffee cup, but 
agafn he found Madge engaged In the same 
behavior she had been engaged in that 
morning, only In the living room. 

Once again their marriage was improved. 

"Get out of our lounge!" the Politician's 
garbagemen shouted as if they had one 
voice. They could immediately see that a 
precedent was being broken, and they were 
working together to repair the situation. 

Completely beside himself now, the Vice 
President returned to his office and passed 
out. The President was being dialed for 
assistance In this matter at the moment that, 
the Vice President passed out. However, it 
turned out that the President was in Hol- 
land at this time and not in a situation 
where he could have answered the tele- 
phone, and couldn't have helped If he had 
answered the telephone. 

Harry Peabody arrived a short time later 
and handled the emergency with truly great 
speed and care. This won Harry a raise in 
no time. Of course for this to happen the 
Vice President first had to revive, but 
shortly afterwards Harry was given a raise, 
Harry was hoping to receive the raise 
sooner, but understood the problem with 
that. 

■^^^ T* 3|C ift 3|t Jff 3|C 
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The note that Madge had taped to the 
bottom of the coffee cup was now nothing 
but ash^ for while Herb was at work Madge 
had chosen to burn it. However, I am able 
to share it wUh my reader: "Dear Herb^ 
8y the time you read this note you will be 
finished with your coffee^ and J will be 
finished with you. You were probably even 
too busy drinking this coffee to see me 
stand up and walk out the door In nothing 
but my bathrobe. I'm leaving you now, and 
I'm leaving you forever. You never loved 
me and I have to find someone who does. If 
only you loved me. But you don't. Don't 
bother to come Jooklng for me. But why 
should I expect you to come looking for me? 
ft isn't as if you ever loved me." 

Madge intended to leave the house before 
Herb finished hfs coffee, but a strange 
urge occurred to her first. That strange 
urge was this: ♦'Who would take up with 
another man's wife, if she's never combed 
her pubic hairs, not ever?" So Madge had 
weighed this thought and acted accordingly. 
The rest ps American history^ which has 
Madge's strange urge to thank. 

Once revived, a very important thought 
occurred to the Vice President, in addition 
to Harry's raise. "Something must occur to 
prevent what just happened from ever 
happening. Well, not from ever happening, 
but from ever happening again." He was 
not quite at the peak of hfs abilities. 
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Eventuafly he r^ach^d the solution that 
there should exist a vrce garbageman, 
should something go wrong with the Vice 
President's regular garbageman. However 
the President's approval was required 
before this coufd happen. 

And so before Jong, the Vice President and 
Harry Peabody were on an airplane With a 
few detours it took a year. Following this 
event there occurred a private meeting 
between the President, the Vice President 
and Harry, 

The specific events of that meeting are far 
too secret to disclose here. But the result 
was that the President agreed, and after 
further serious thinking the Vice President 
decided to rehire Herbert DeaJtworth to fill 
this position. 

However, once again the Dealtworth's mar- 
riage was Improving so much that the 
telephone went unanswered. 
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Section 13A 



Captain 500 turned off the monitor and 
picked up his copy of "Ancient Heroes 
Almanac", which he had borrowed from 
Charles Longworthy simply by hitting the 
button marked "Section 13A*'. He had 
searched everyvyhere else for a trace of the 
current whereabouts of Cfeopatra and 
Columbus, his favorites. This was his last 
hope of finding them. 



A, Sigmund Freud's Favorite Patient 

Sigmund Freud's favorite patient was a 
sniveify little bastard who liked picking 
pieces of meat out of his teeth in public. 
He always seemed to have a piece of meat 
wedged there for no apparent reason, 
Sigmund Freud hoped to cure him of this 
and also help him with his other problems, 
for a problem such as that usually leads to 
various other problems. 

^^Haw do you do, and what is your name?" 
asked Sigmund when the two first met. 

"I won't tell you," said Egbert Bert, the 
man's name. His hands were clenched in 
fists but buried from view in hts pockets. 

"Well now," said Sigmund, "How can I help 
you if you behave like a bloody lunatfc? I 
said what is your name?" 
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Egbert smiled demonically, pieces of meat 
hanging out of his teeth. 

"I'll tell you my name, and then you tefl me 
your name/' said Ssgmund. 

"I already know your name," said Egbert. 

'*f just hope one thing, sir. I just hope 
that your name isn't Oscar Smith." 

"No, it's Egbert Bert/' said Egbert. 

"1 see," said Sigmund. "I see, I see,,, 
your name's wrong." > 

"It is not! My parents gave me that!" 

"Of course, but what I mean ts, well, fet 
me put it plainly. You must change your 
name. Change it at once, I tell you!" said 
Sigmund. ■ 

Egbert slowly unclenched his fists, "How 
about if I change it to, oh, what do you 
say to Jimmy Mocassin?" 

'^Mo, no, that's no good. Where did you 
come up with a name like that?" 

"Just came out of nowhere, I guess," 

"Try another.** 

"Jim Smith. " 

''Very good! I like that!" 

Jim Smith began to pick some pieces of meat 
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out of hfs teeth. Freud chose this precise 
moment to invite Jim Smith out of his wait- 
ing room and into his office. The two were 
alone, for in those early days Sigmund 
Freud lacked the money to hire a recep- 
tionist with a good name, and had decided 
not to hJre at all until he had enough 
money to hire the best. 

"Lie down on the Wtti^^ Jim Smith," said 
Sigmund. Jim did this without interrupting 
himself from picking pieces of meat out of 
his teeth. 

"Have you got a sister?" asked Sfgmund. 

"Yes, as a matter of fact!" said Jim, mar- 
velling at Freud's ability. 

"is she attractive?" ; . 

"Very, well, at least, most men seem to 
think so." 

■ + ■ ■ ■ . 

Freud smiled in an indescribable manner, as 
his thoughts danced with glee. "Ah hah. 
She has dominated your entire Hfe by 
making herself a perpetual reminder of your 
own fallings, for I am quite sure that you 
feel sexuatly inadequate!" 

"Of course!" said Jim. 

"Yes, r thought so,^* said Freud. "Now tell 
me, what is that she does to earn money, 
does she live around here?" 
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"She makes her living as a prostitute. I can 
give you her address if you like, if you 
think that would help me to find out how all 
this meat keeps getting stuck in my teeth." 

Freud smiled again. 

B. T)red Old Robin H. 

Robin Hood^ the famous marksman, felt 
weary in his old age, and lacked the 
strength to do his job, whfch was robbing 
from the rJch and giving to the poor. 

Consequently/ many of the rich got richer 
while many of the poor got poorer > Finally 
it was time for the poor people to cut down 
Sherwood Forest and use the trees to make 
little wooden boats out of, which sold 
terrifically at tourist stands. But when the 
time came to enjoy these well earned pro- 
fits, by passing little wooden boats out to 
everyone, Robin Hood was merely given a 
little wooden toothpick. It would have been 
a sad ending for the story of Robin Hood, 
except for the fact that he happened at 
that moment to have a piece of meat stuck 
in his teeth, making the toothpick a perfect 
ration. 



C. William Glasston, Hero Of The Camels 

William Glasston owned the world's largest 
sandbox, starting out with the standard 
four foot by six foot sandbox. But there 
wasn't enough sand in WiUiam's mind, and 
so at the youthfuJ age of sixteen he 
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reached the decision that his future would 
have to take place somewhere outside of his 
sandbox. 

It didn't take long for William to find him- 
self in the very middle of a big desert with 
very few things of value in his possession, 
if we can e>cclude sand. He did have four 
drops of water, but this was not adequate 
if he wanted to survive the distance he had 
to travel to reach civilization, it was at this 
moment in hfs life that WiJiiam Glass ton first 
began to seriously question his search for 
more sand. But the heat that surrounded 
him quickly pulled his thoughts away, 
substituting in their place feelings of dis- 
gust for the human race^ which had appar- 
ently [eft him there. At first he looked at 
his own two feet with disgust, blaming them 
for having gotten him there, but gradually 
he found himself blaming the human race 
for having gotten him there. 

Suddenly out of nowhere a camel appeared. 
With his back now turned to the human 
race, William was in the perfect frame of 
mind for making friends with a camel. In 
fact, the two got along so well that upon 
their safe return to civilization, the camel 
was totally enchanted with William. It 
didn't take long for this camel to signal the 
other camels that here was a different sort 
of a man^ a human to be honored, loved, 
respected, and obeyed. Consequently there 
was a tremendous camel uprising, with the 
desert world falling in front of William for 
mercy, love, and respect. 
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"I want this pface turned into a sandbox," 
said WiJIiam, 

The desert world had no choice but to obey 
this man with strange powers over camels. 
"And while you're at it, move that pyramfd 
from there to there." This command was 
inspired by WHSfam^s earlier sandbox experi* 
ences^ when he would move his blue pail 
around in the sand and pretend It was a 
car* . . 

The command was carried out^ and it was 
only rarely that WHIIam chose to use his 
power to this degree^ for he was mainly 
there to have fun playing in his new sand- 
box. "Can we join you in your sandbox?" 
politely asked a diplomat from a nearby but 
sandless area, William granted permission^ 
for it was obvious to him that he had more 
than enough sand. And so people came 
from afl over the worfd to play in this very 
big sandbox. 

Little plastic paHs and shovels were rented 
out to these peopfe^ and at very reasonable 
rates. This caused even more people to 
visit William's sandbox, until finally William 
had to instruct the camefs, "We can't let in 
anymore peopEe, We're running out of 
sand." No one else was permitted after 
that- Things were working out quite well 
for William Glasston. He had more friends 
than he had dreamed of* This somehow 
made William behave more and more like the 
kind of person that camels don't care for, 
until finally William decided to trade the 
camels for better plastic paifs and shovels. 
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Then one day a great, big sandstorm occur- 
red, destroying everybody's sand struc- 
tures. The plastic pails and shovels were 
buried almost Irretrievably. This triggered 
a great public outcry, with everybody's 
finger of blame pointing unmistakably at 
William. 

"Then you can all get out of my sandbox," 
said WHIiam. And everybody went home. 

Captain 500 laughed at his oJd name, William 
Glasston, and the way he had been por- 
trayed in the ''Ancient Heroes Almanac". "I 
guess I'H never ftnd Columbus and Cleo- 
patra ever again/* he said to himself. 

Captain 500 returned the borrowed copy of 
the "Almanac" and picked up his own copy 
of "Crimes Solved By *Stonedome' Cap- 
tains", the old, yellow pages crumbling to 
dust ss he turned them. 
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Crimes Solved By Stonedome Captains 



A. Happy Birthday, Billy Wagman ' 

This couldn't be called an average Hallo- 
ween party. At the average Halloween 
party, you are likely to find a situation 
much ftke a card game jn which no one 
knows who is hidden behind which exterior. 
This was a party that most resembled a 
deck of marked cards, designed with a 
purpose. • . • ■ 

Almost everybody there, though completely 
costumed from head to toe, knew exactly 
who it was on the other side of the cos- 
tumes. Everybody with the singular excep- 
tion of Billy Wagman. You see, BIJfy Wag- 
man was the only person there who was 
wealthy, and \t so happened as Ft it were 
planned by fate herself (actually Jane, one 
of the guests, had planned it) that every- 
one there shared the exact same desire to 
get to all of Billy Wagman's money and then 
divfde it up according to who had the best 
costumes. Jane would be the judge. 

When it was all over, the plan proved to be 
successful, except from Billy's viewpoint. 
But a certain amount of pleasure was, in 
the end, had by BiMy. For most of the 
lives of the people who had attended this 
costume party, there also lived a trace of 
the fear that someday someone would Invite 
them to a Halfoween party. Eventually, all 
of them were* 
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B. For The Sake Of The King 

In order for the kidnapping to be complete- 
ly perfect^ the center of the international 
crime ring, Mark The Stump, found tt 
necessary to gfoat to an old chum from the 
early days. By a strange coincidence, the 
old chum, a man by the name of Steven The 
Rip, was in charge of a kidnapping of his 
own. Mark The Stump had to stop gloating 
when he heard this. 

"What's her name?*' Mark asked. 

"Her? How do you know it's a her?" Steven 
asked, - 

"Hey, J know you by now, Steven The Rip! 
You wouldn't bother to kidnap anyone 
whose figure didn't make your eyeballs pop 
out and a face to match." 

Steven The Rip was deeply offended by this 
remark and let it clearly be known. 

"Listen, Mark The Stump, I'm a happily 
married man now. You keep up with this 
kind of talk, you'M get killed someday, 
right?*' 

"Right, alright. So who did you kidnap 
then?" Mark The Stump asked, 

"So you don't ask about my wife? You just 
go straight to the kidnapping?" 

'^Well, to tell you the truth, we're supposed 
to be making our ransom call In just a few 
minutes." 
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"Ours was half an hour agof This realty ?s 
a coincidence!" Steven The Rip said, in a 
state of wonder at the tricks fate can play, 

Mark The Stump agreed that it realty was 
quite remarkable. Then Mark began des- 
cribing the Princess hJs gang had kidnap- 
ped. "Beat that!" he finished. 

Steven The Rip smiJed. "WeJI this may 

not beat that, but, we have this Prince 

The trick fate was playing proved even 
trickier than Steven The Rip had first 
imagined. As ft turned out, it was common 
knowledge that if, for any reason, this 
Prince of Steven The Rip's should have an 
affair with this Princess of Mark The 
Stump's, great turmoJI everywhere would 
inevitably result, Mark and Steven, grasp- 
ing this fact, now pooled their talents to 
create a ransom note with more numbers in 
the money section, "This is a great trick 
fate is playing?" Mark The Stump said to 
Steven The Rip. 

Upon his return to safety, the Prince made 
a rousing speech to audiences everywhere 
that "The food was terrific, the conversa-- 
tlons exciting, and the nearness of a dan- 
gerous meeting with the Princess, always 
great. " 

The Princess, upon her return to safety, 
made it clearly be known that she feit the 
food was poor, the conversations unbear- 
able, but that she was given constant reas- 



-136- 



surances that a dangerous meeting with the 
Prince had been carefulty safeguarded 
against. 

Upon hearing the Princess'es statement, the 
Prince made a new statement, where he 
reaffirmed his position that the food was 
great. The Princess'es royaf family prohf- 
bfted her from making a response to this, 
and the met dent was eventually forgotten. 

Out of all of theJr crimes, this was the one 
that f/lark The Stump and Steven The Rip 
tiked the most. 



C. Gregory, The Unlucky Communist 



Once upon a time there lived a simple 
Russian clerk named Gregory Gregorovjtch 
Alexayev Gregornftska, and if you under- 
stood that Gregory was a communfst, then 
you knew all there was to know about him. 
There was nothing in the world that he 
loved, absolutely nothing, except for com- 
munism. Gregory just couldn't stand any- 
thing else. Gregory's only feeling in life 
was his desjre to fight far communism. Not 
one person, not even the U.S.S.R., could 
prevent Gregory from fighting for his 
cause. Every night he reread the story of 
the Russian Revolution before going to bed. 
His sense of purpose had no comparison. 
You coufd say that there was nothing about 
communism that he disliked, 
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The Russian feadershfp, when confronted 
by the existence of this person, realised 
that the world's only hope was to stop 
Gregory, in order to preserve world peace, 
Gregory was unaware of this; however. 

Gregory Gregorovftch Alexayev Gregor- 
nitska was sent to the United States of 
America, where special strings were pulled 
so that he coujd become a postman. He was 
then instructed to carry out the duties of a 
postman just as if he wasn't really a commu- 
nist, Gregory smiled at the cleverness of 
his government whenever he reflected on 
this arrangement* ^^Please await further 
mstructions/^ they had said. ■ 

Gregory's impatience to fight for communism 
grew daily, if not hourly, but he suppres- 
sed his terrible instincts so that he could 
await further instructions. Finally Gregory 
decided that ft was tinne to remind the 
leadership of his existence. He wrote a 
letter^ as tears of glory streamed onto the 
page. He licked the envelope with the 
spirit of revolution in his eyes. He was so 
excited that he placed the stamp on the 
envelope crookedly. 

No answer came. Now Gregory would 
pound the floor of his apartment everyday 
when he returned from work^ hating the 
floor simply for being made in America. 
Then, at his moment of greatest despair^ 
Gregory was visited by a new idea. He 
was an American postman now, wasn't he? 
That meant that he possessed a special kind 
of power ov^r Americans! Now he could 
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return from work and. watch T.V. without 
pounding hJs ffoor, iust like a normal 
person, for in his mind was a great plan. 
He would deliberately deliver his letters the 
wrong way^, and confuse everybody? Even- 
tually the ripples of his action would be felt 
everywhere! All he had to do was deliver 
the bills to the correct addresses, in order 
to destroy alf suspicions. 

But fate had not finished being cruel to 
Gregory Gregorovitch Alexayev Gregor- 
nitska* Somehow by Gregory's delivering 
letters to the wrong addresses, the entire 
American way of Hfe Improved , It seems 
that peopfe had afready been sending each 
other the wrong letters, and Gregory was 
straightening ali of this out. A letter 
written by a young woman to a friend. In 
which she revealed her poverty, was deli- 
vered by Gregory to a millionaire. It was 
just a short time later that the two were 
married. Another letter, jn which a young 
man revealed his secret love for a particu- 
lar woman, was delivered by Gregory to the 
woman herself. These two also were mar- 
ried a short time afterwards. And fate 
proved unswerving in the cruel joke it was 
playing on Gregory behind his back. 

Gregory stilt hadn't found out why further 
instructions from the U.S.S,R. never 
reached him. And meanwhile both couples 
remained happily married. 

Finally Gregory was returned to his home- 
land in his old age. But what was his 
sorrow when he Jearned that the Canadians 
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were m charge. ^'1 wonder if it's too late 
to take up golf?" Gregory asked hfinself. 



Pinbali Machine Music 



An amazfng tree that once attracted the 
excitement and breathless attention of the 
Apple Grove Hillside Communfty Choir was, 
by an odd quirk of fate, the personal 
property of a machme, The choir had the 
opportunity to notice this tree one day 
while taking a ffeld trrp to the outskirts of 
town to test the sound there. Three adven- 
turous girls immediately discovered this 
amazing tree, as anyone would have, adven- 
turous or not^ for never had there been a 
tree like tt. Thefr eyes were filled with a 
richness that none could steal, simply by 
fooking at it. 

. ■ ' .^■'j ■ ■ . . 

They gathered around, and began to sing, 
as the chief purpose of the field trip was to 
make them better at this. The richness of 
the tree connected from their eyes to their 
voices, until a harmony was achieved that 
knew no boundaries, and soon their very 
ears were feeling the rJchness of the tree. 

Thay might never have left that spot if not 
for the idea that they could take steps to 
own the tree. When this idea was sug- 
gested by the head of the choir, the girls 
felt joy in their hearts. No time was lost 
fn trying to trace the ownership of the 
tree, but instead they learned that this 
tree could never be theirs, for the previous 
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owner had strangely chosen to will it the 
entire profits from one of his specialty 
crafted pinball machines. The tree was 
buried fn legal paperwork, with every 
profit made by the pinbalf machine auto- 
maticariy channelled so that the tree would 
benefit. 

To trace the specific f(ow of this money 
required no smalf amount of investigation, 
but when the choir learned the truth, St 
seemed all to no purpose. Money was spent 
on research Into how to make the tree more 
special, research into the care of the sur- 
rounding trees ^ as its roots were consi- 
dered equally important as what happened 
to the tree above the ground, and research 
was done in areas that would tax the imagi- 
nation of my reader. But the chief thing 
that emerged was that the choir had no 
hope of owning the tree. 

Had the pinbafi machine been of an ordinary 
nature, the tree might never have become 
so special, but It turned out that no pfnball 
machine enjoyed the kmd of success that 
belonged to this one, it was the wealthiest 
machine in existence. 

Yet nobody but the choir had connected 
this information, for the previous owner 
had arranged the flow of the money in a 
\fQry complicated and intricate way, and 
although the number of people who owed 
their jobs to this treepinball machine ar- 
rangement numbered over one million, not 
one of them could say where the money 
originated. 
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When this fact was unearthed, the spell- 
bound choir engaged in a devJous plot to 
return to the tree during the night; and 
transplant it. As surrounded by the flow 
of money as the tree was^ fts entire fate 
was determined by the absence of a fence, 
The flow of money had been too intricately 
arranged. And later that night, the girls 
had in their possession the wealthiest livtng 
thing on the face of the "Stonedome'*. 

In terms of the people who owed their jobs 
to the treepinbali machine arrangement, the 
only thing that surfaced in the^^ lives as a 
result of the choir^s deed was the loss of 
their jobs. The money How repeatedly came 
to an unexplainable deadend. 

Meanwhife^ the pmball machine continued as 
if nothing had happened^ and some of the 
money Js collecting in unknown places to 
this day. . . 

Th& Captain of the ^^Stonedome" sneezed^ 
turning ancient pages to dust. Suddenly a 
very significant alarm went off. He let the 
copy of "Crimes Solved By 'Stonedome' 
Captains'^ fall to the floor. It was such an 
old book that atl that remained of it was the 
from and back jacket. The dust that had 
once been the pages lay scattered across 
the floor. 
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Billionaire Bikers 



While hanging around \n front of a remote 
hamburger restaurant, two men in motor- 
cycle helmets watched as the "Stonedome" 
crashed^ and out of boredom went to the 
scene of the accident. When they got there 
a small crowd had already gathered, but 
when they saw the motorcyciists the crowd 
disbanded. They weren't about to become 
the evening's second victims, for they had 
been taught most of what there was to know 
about people who rode motorcycles. 

The crowd returned to a party they were 
having in a nearby trailer, where the crash 
of the "Stonedome" was quickly forgotten. 

The motorcyctlsts examined the exploded 
"Stonedome", although very little remained. 
Suddenly, their eyes caught sight of a 
miraculously undamaged piece of luggage. 
Imagine their shock when inside of the 
luggage they found a cotfectton of priceless 
diamonds! 

The bikers were already very drunk, but 
now their spirits were lifted immeasurably. 
They buried the luggage in a place they 
couid never forget and went to the trailer, 
feeling themselves in desperate need of 
some drmks. They were prepared to kill for 
a drrnk, ... .: . 

The host of the party, mistaking them for 
members of a rock and roll band, accomo- 
dated theoi. The host was intoxicated to 
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the point where he hsd no recollection of 
the crash. 

"But gentlemen; you are an hour and a half 

early! The musicaJ entertainment was sche- 
duled for after dinner!'* 

The bikers, with the glow of the diamonds 
in their eyes, had to agree. 

"Well, nevermind, we'll have two extra 
places set." 

It was a very fancy catered affair , despite 
the fact that it was taking pface in a trail- 
er. It turned out, in fact, that the trailer 
was equfpped w?th all kinds of visual and 
musicat equipment^ having the very fatest 
in everything. 

The bikers sat back and enjoyed them- 
selves. The musicians they had been 
mistaken for had been killed in the "Stone- 
dome" crash, and since the bfkers knew 
how to play music, as many bikers dOy the 
evening was happy for everyone* 

The next 'day the bikers cashed in the 
diamonds and become wealthier than any 
fiving man. They bought a trailer identical 
to the one they had played music in, and 
bought new motorcycles. The rest of the 
money want to the first prostitutes they 
saw. And they didn't regret it a bit. 
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A Sweater I nstead Of A Scarf 



The Captain of the "Rock Roof" spacecraft 
switched on his monFtor, missing by a 
fraction a glimpse of one of the rarest 
images avaHabJe for his viewing. ft was 
something that had once belonged to the 
'*Stonedome'*. What he would have seen was 
the "26 Hour Cdin Of Chief Bippo's Second 
Place", otherwise referred to as "The Coin 
That Came In Second", falling out of the 
vase given fay A fan to Carlyle's daughter at 
her wedding. No one, not even Alan, knew 
what this coin was. 

Instead, the Captain found hfmseff watching 
an old man reading the first page in his 
djary: 

It all happened on our front porch. Grand- 
ma was almost through knitting the world's 
largest scarf. She had taken over the 
knitting from her mother, who had taken it 
over from her mother. 

"Quick!" Grandma said, "Go get AnnaMae! 
I'm almost ftnJshed knitting the scarf!" 

I leaped to my feet but then I hesitated for 

a moment. 

"How do you know it's almost finished? It's 
been thirty years since this scarf began. ! 
heard tell it'd be another thirty years 
before it^d be finished." 
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"Hurry, I sayi I can telt, child, this scarf 
is gonna be finished In another ten or 
twenty minutes. Now go get little Anna 

Mae!"* 

Little Anna Mae is my mother, 

"Ten minutes? I'U never find Ma m ten 
minutes ! " ■ ' 

"Nothing I can do, child! Now run I" 
Grandma was knttting as fast her fingers 
could move, and there was nothing that 
could get m their way. 

I ran and fetched Ma. We were both out of 
breath but we got back to Grandma in time, 
Luckjfy we hadn't missed the crucial moment 
when the scarf was finished. That moment 
arrived ten minutes later, which was ten 
minutes later than Grandma had thought it 
would be. 

Ma was the first to speak when Grandma 
laid down the knitting points. "I guess 
this means I won't be working on the scarf, 
like I thought," Ma said. 

"No, this thing Is done, Ma," agreed Grand- 
ma. 

"I know!" said Ma, "j't! start on a sweater. 
Sure! What kind of a brother are you? Go 
get your sister!" Ma said to me. 

"I'll tell her she'll be taking over a sweater 
instead of a scarf," I said. 
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"No I" Ma said suddenfy^ as if some strange 
voice were coming out of the wrong body. 
"No," she said again, more Jike herself, 
"On second thought, tell her it's another 
scarf. " 

Grandma smiled at the scarf, and then 
rolled it up. We wound up selling it for 
five whole cows, excellent cows too. They 
let me try it oh, but Jt was way too big. 
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